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GIR  ALDA; 

OR,  THE 

INVISIBLE  HUSBAND 


A  COMIC  DRAMA 

IN 


THREE  ACTS. 


ADAPTED  FROM  SCRIBE’s  CELEBRATED  OPERA 


HENRY  WELSTEAD,  Esq. 


THOMAS  HAILES  LACY, 

'WELLINGTON  STREET, 

S  T  R  A  D, 


LONDON. 


GIK  ALD  A. 

First  ‘pei'forrmL  at  the  Royal  Olympic  Theatre,  on  Thursday,  September  12, 1S50. 


DON  PHILIP  OF  ARRAGON 

DON  JAPHET  OF  ATOCHA  (Grand  Chambei'lain  to  the 
P'Hncess)  .  .  .  .  - 

^ON  MANUEL  DE  CALVADOS  - 

-  (a  Millet'') 

(his  Man) 

(a  Tailor) 

(Pages  to  the  Princess)  { 

(Pages  to  Bon  Philip)  | 


PIQUILLO 
ANTHONY, 
SANCHO 
JUAN  ) 
GOMEZ  / 

GUZMAN  ) 
PEDRO  f 


Mr.  W.  Fareen,  Jun. 

Mb.  G.  Cooke. 

Mr  Leigh  Mubbat, 
Mb.  Comptox. 

Mb.  Tanner. 

Mb.  Clifton. 

Miss  Ellen  Turner. 
Miss  Watson. 

Miss  Allen. 

Miss  Fobde. 


Nobles,  Monks,  Guards,  Peasants,  etc. — Messrs.  Geoffrey,  Bbady',  Mason,  and 

Tanner,  jun. 


PRINCESS  YSABEL  OF  ARRAGON  -  -  Mrs.  Leigh  Murray. 

GIRALDA  ....  -  Mrs.  Stirling. 

PEPITA  .  -  -  .  .  Miss  Adams. 

RITA  Miss  Isabel  Adams. 

Ladies  of  the  Court,  Villagers,  etc. 


COSTUMES.— PERIOD,  1650. 

Don  Philip. — Elegant  crimson  Don  Caesar  de  Bazan  shape,  black 
boots,  black  hat  and  feather,  broad  sword  belt  and  long  rapier  ; 
27id  dress,  shoes,  jewelled  collar. 

Don  Japhbt. — Brown  shape,  trimmed  with  scarlet,  .plain  Spanish 
hat  and  red  feather. 

Don  Manuel. — Green  velvet  shape,  yellow  boots,  large  disguise 
cloak.  , 

PiQuiLLO. — Blue  trunks,  scarlet  stockings,  nankeen  short  gaiters, 
drab  jerkin,  with  wedding  favours,  large  brown  cloak,  round 
drab  hat. 

Lords. — Velvet  suits. 

Peasants. — Plain  shapes,  large  trunks,  slouched  hats,  gaiters. 

Guards. — Party-coloured  (red  and  blue)  jerkins  and  wide  trunks, 
blue  stockings,  black  ankle  shoes,  black  round  hats,  arquebuses. 

Ysabel. — Black  velvet  dress  trimmed  with  points,  hat  and  black 
feathers,  large  rosary  and  beads ;  2nd  dress,  satin  dress,  pearl 
trimmings,  mantilla,  head-dress  of  pearls  and  jewels. 

Ladies. — Plain  dark  dresses  ;  2nd  dress,  rich  court  costumes. 

Giralda. — Very  neat  white  silk  bridal  dress  and  veil,  -white 
■wreath. 

Peasants. — White  dresses. 


ACT  I. — The  Famn  icith  distant  view  of  Santiago — Sunset.  Rustic  Fete — pre- 
parations  for  the  weddiny  of  Giralda.  Bolero,  by  Misses  Brady,  Brown, 
Charles,  Coleman,  Davis,  De  Vere,  Edwards,  and  Ennis.  Fandango,  by 
Madame  Louise  (first  appearance)  and  Mademoiselle  Adele. 

ACT  II. — Interior  of  the  Mill  of  Piqv.illo — Moonlight. 

ACT  III.— Audience  Chamber  in  the  Palace  of  SaMiago. 
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G  I  R  A  L  D  A. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE. — Distant  view  of  the  Town  of  Santiago.-^ Sunset. 
Farm  house^  2  e.  ii.  ii. ;  larn.,  with  large  doorSy  2  e.  l.  h.  ;  rustic 
table  and  seaty  3  e.  l.  ii. 

On  the  rising  of  the  curtahiy  Peasants  and  Girls  discovered 
dancing  a  Bolero;  and  others  grouped  at  the  backy  with 
Antiiony,  the  Millefs  many  supplying  them  with  liquor. 

Enter  Piquillo  from  the  baruy  L. 

PiQUiL.  (c.)  What’s  the  use  of  making  this  noise? 

Pepita.  (r.)  To  celebrate  your  wedding  day,  Piquillo— the 
happiest  day  of  your  life. 

Peasants,  (admiring  his  dress.')  Oh ! 

PiQUiL.  You  think  it  pretty?  so  it  is. — I  think  so  myself. 
Peasants.  The  bride ! 

Enter  Giralda  fi'om  the  farm,  2  e.  r.  h.  ;  she  crosses  to  l.,  and 
the  Peasants  crowd  round  her. 

PiQUiL.  (r.)  What  a  becoming  modesty !  how  she  blushes  ! 
What  roses  on  her  cheeks  !  they  invite  one  to  pluck  ’em  :  and 
to  think  that  she  has  three  hundred  ducats  fortune. 

Pepita.  (r.  c.)  Are  you  not  proud,  Piquillo  ? 

PiQUiL.  Money  down — I  am  the  luckiest  of  millers ! 

Giral.  Leave  me  one  moment  with  Piquillo.  There  are 
refreshments  provided  for  you  in  the  farm. 

PiQuiL.  Yes,  off  with  you  all.  The  bride  is  anxious  to  be 
alone  with  me.  (the  air  of  the  Bolero  accompanies  the  Peasants  as 
they  go  into  the  farm-housCy  R.  n.  2  e. — Piquillo  comes  downy 
L.)  Now,  Giralda. 

Giral.  You  will  forgive  me,  Piquillo,  for  the  confession  I 
am  about  to  make  ? 

PiQuiL.  Forgive  you  !  AYliy  can  you  help  it  ?  You  cannot 
possibly  contain  your  feelings  until  the  ceremony  is  over ;  your 
little  heart  is  too  full. 
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GIRALDA. 


Act  1. 


Giral.  It  is — very  full.  But  before  we  take  this  step  from 
which  there  is  no  retreat,  you  ought — (mysteriously.')  you  ought 
to  be  made  aware  of  two  secret  misfortunes. 

PiQUiL.  Two — misfortunes  ! 

Giral.  I  am  not  the  niece  of  Nicolo  Ahneda  the  farmer. 

PiQUiL.  I  know  it you  are  a  foundling — the  child  of  a 
proscribed  noble,  reared  by  Nicolo. 

Giral.  And  out  of  gratitude  to  his  charity,  I  have  been 
obedient  to  his  command  to  wed  you. 

PiQuiL.  Old  Nicolo  is  no  fool.  I  am  the  richest  miller  in 
the  canton  ;  you  the  richest  heiress. 

Giral.  I  an  heiress  ? — Three  hundred  ducats !  But  there  is 
another  misfortune. 

PiQuiL.  Perhaps  it  is  your  love  for  me  ? 

Giral.  No — It  is  my  dishke. 

PiQuiL.  Dishke — dislike  for  me  !  What  possible  reason  can 
you  have  ? 

Giral.  The  best — I  love  somebody  else. 

PiQuiL.  You?  Nonsense!  if  you  had  a  lover  all  the  village 
would  know  it. 

Giral.  But  my  lover  does  not  belong  to  the  village. 

PiQuiL.  No  !  where  does  he  come  from  ? 

Giral.  I  don’t  know. 

PiQuiL  Who  is  he  ? 

Giral.  I  can’t  say. 

PiQuiL.  What  is  liis  name  ? 

Giral.  He  did  not  tell  me. 

PiQUiL.  Is  he  handsome  ? 

Giral.  I’ve  never  seen  him. 

PiQuiL.  Ha,  ha  I  An  invisible  husband !  What  a  treat !  And 
you  think  I  believe  all  that  ? 

Giral.  Listen.  You  know  that  since  the  gout  has  kept  old 
Nicolo  a  prisoner  to  his  chair,  I  attend  the  market  at  Santiago 
with  the  produce  of  our  farm. 

PiQUiL.  I  have  watched  you  as  you  rode  by  my  miU  on  your 
mule  or  your  donkey — ^is  it  a  mule  or  a  donkey  ? 

Giral.  It  was  just  midnight,  three  montlis  ago,  when  I 
found  myself  in  the  centre  of  the  forest.  I  scarcely  could  dis¬ 
tinguish  the  road,  so  dark  and  wild  was  the  night — wliile  the 
wind  rolled  the  tree  tops,  with  a  sound  like  the  distant  beating 
of  billows  upon  a  stormy  shore. 

PiQUiL.  Now  don’t  tell  me  any  ghost  stories,  Giralda  ;  this 
begins  very  like  one. 

Giral.  My  heart  beat  fast — while  I  repeated  a  short  prayer, 
and  switched  my  donkey  to  a  gaUop. 

PiQUiL.  He  did  gallop  then  ? 
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Sc.  1. 


Giral.  No,  he  would  not — all  I  could  do.  I  heard  voices 
near  me  in  the  wood — footsteps  hurried  to  overtake  me — 1  was 
seized  and  dragged  from  my  seat — 

PiQUiL.  You  fainted,  of  course? 

Giral.  No;  I  began  another  prayer,  when  I  heard  the  sound 
of  a  horse’s  feet.  The  villains  tried  to  stifle  my  breath,  but — 
I  got  out  one  good  shriek  ! 

PiQUiL.  I  warrant  ye ! 

Giral.  Up  clattered  a  young  cavalier  on  a  fine  horse. 

PiQUiL.  You  called  out  for  help  ? 

Giral.  No ;  I  only  went  on  with  my  prayer,  for  I  thought 
it  was  Saint  lago  in  person  sent  to  my  aid. 

PiQUiL.  And  was  it  ? 

Giral.  I  don’t  know  ;  but  hearing  me,  he  laughed,  crying, 
“  Silence,  wench !  here  prayers  will  avail  ye  nothing.”  Whereon 
he  drew  a  long  sword,  that  whirled  about,  like  twenty  windmills 
fighting  one  another. 

PiQUiL.  Law ! 

Giral.  The  robbers  disappeared,  and  when  I  looked  up  I  saw 
beside  me  a  graceful  form — 

PiQUiL.  AVhich  of  course  reminded  you  of  me. 

Giral.  With  a  few  soft  words  he  raised  me,  and  placed  me 
before  him  upon  his  horse,  (for  I  was  half  dead  with  fear,  and 
could  not  support  myself)  ;  so  we  journeyed — his  face  concealed 
by  a  high  cloak,  and  a  slouched  hat  and  plumes.  At  the  end  of 
the  forest,  he  placed  me  gently  on  the  ground,  and  leaning  for- 
■ward,  said,  “  adieu,  Giralda.”  Then  shaking  his  rein,  his 
horse  sprung  away  into  the  dark  forest,  and  I  turned  to  jDursue 
my  road  to  market.  Such  was  our  first  meeting.  Every 
Friday,  at  midnight,  he  meets  me  at  the  entrance  to  the  forest, 
ready  to  guide  and  protect  me — and  he  beguiles  the  way  with 
so  many  sweet,  sweet  words. 

PiQuiL.  To  which  you  don’t  reply  with  an  ave,  I  daresay  ? 

Giral.  Yes,  I  do.  I  pray  Heaven  to  lengthen  the  road,  or 
grant  that  we  may  lose  ourselves.  Q'ejiecting.')  'Why  does  he 
conceal  his  face  from  me  ? 

PiQUiL.  Because  he’s  so  damned  ugly  ! 

Giral.  Well,  now  you  know  that  I  have  a  lover,  and  you 
are  sure  it  is  not  you — 

PiQUiL.  No — I  am  no  midnight  skulking  forester — a  no- 
body-knows-who  !  I’ve  got  a  face,  and  I’m  not  ashamed' of  it. 

Giral.  That  says  more  for  your  impudence  than  your 
beauty.  You  insist  on  tliis  marriage  still  ? 

PiQUiL.  Insist !  Would  you  have  me  refund  the  three 
hundred  ducats  paid  to  me  by  Nicolo. 

Giral.  And  do  you  know  the  consequences  of  marrying  a 
woman  whose  heart  belongs  to  another  ? 


6  GIRALDA.  Act  1. 

PiQUiL.  He!  he — consequences  I  Pooh!  Pll  take  the  con¬ 
sequences.  (tapping  Ms  waistcoat  pocket.') 

Giral.  You  will  ?  (walking  up  to  Mm.,  and  with  significance.) 
You  shall ! 

Exit  into  the  farm-house  Jollowed  by  the  eyes  of  PiQUiLLO, 
ivlio  then  turns  them  upon  the  Audience  in  wonder. 

PiQuiL.  Hell! 

Enter  Don  Japhet,  r.  h.  u.  e.,  preceded  by  several  Peasants 

bowing  to  him. 

Japhet.  (l.)  Very  good,  poor  people,  very  good !  With 
every  allow'ance  for  your  rustic  curiosity,  you  are  oppressive. 

PiQUiL.  (r.)  a  grandee  !  (advancing.)  Your  excellency — 

Japhet.  Oh,  a  beggar  of  a  less  disagreeable  flavour.  Here, 
fellow',  are  you  the  mayor  ? — Execrable  hole ! 

PiQUiL.  Yes,  my  lord — I  am  Piquillo  the  Miller.  I  have 
the  mill — up  yonder  on  the  mountain — you  may  see  it.  (points 
to  L.  H.) 

Japhet.  (not  looking.)  I  see  it  perfectly. 

PiQUiL.  Do  you  ?  there  !  (looking  in  same  direction — aside.) 

I  left  it  there  tliis  morning,  (pointing  again.,  u.  e.  l.  h.)  I  am 
going  to  be  married,  and  the  village  is  decked  out  for  the 
ceremony. 

Japhet.  You  are  mistaken.  The  village  is  attired  to  receive 
and  welcome  the  most  liigh  and  mighty  princess,  Ysabel  of 
Aragon,  and  her  husband,  Don  Phihp. 

PiQUiL.  Their  highnesses  here  ? 

Japhet.  Silence,  and  hsten.  The  princess  will  pass  tliis  night 
at  the  shrine  of  the  chapel — 

PiQUiL.  But  where  am  I  to  be  married  ? 

Japhet.  While  the  prince  will  occupy  yonder  farm-house 
with  his  suite — 

PiQUiL.  And  what’s  to  become  of  me  and  my  wife  ? 

Japhet.  The  fellow  asks  me !  as  if  I  were  lord  of  the  bed¬ 
chamber  to  liiin,  instead  of  chamberlain  to  her  highness. 

PiQUiL.  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  I  am  to  be  turned  out  of 
my  nuptial  couch  ? 

Japhet.  Such  is  the  honour  destined  for  you. 

PiQUiL.  An  honour !  Was  your  excellency  ever  married  ? 

Japhet.  Never,  fellow,  never. 

PiQUiL.  Well,  now,  I  merely  suppose  your  lordsliip  had  a 
young  and  lovely  wife — 

Japhet.  I  forbid  you  to  suppose  anything  of  the  kind. 

PiQUiL.  How  would  you  like  to  be  turned  out  of  your  bed  on 
your  marriage  night,  even  by  a  prince  ? 

Japhet.  Begone,  and  learn  to  respect  the  prerogative. 
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Sc.  1.  GIRALDA,  7 

l^iQUiL.  I  don’t  see  what  that  has  to  do  with  my  wedding 
night ! 

Japiiet.  See  everytiiing  disposed  to  receive  their  Highnesses 
with  due  respect,  (exit  Piquillo  into  the  farm^  r.  ii.  2  fol¬ 
lowed  by  the  Peasants.)  What  did  yonder  vagabond  mean  by 
asking  me  to  suppose  that  I  was  maiTied?  Is  it  visible  in  my  face? 
He  could  know  notliing.  No,  how  could  he  ?  But  let  me  see — 
(sits  at  tahle^  l.  h.,  and  takes  out  tablets.) — what  rooms  will  bb 
required  ?  One  chamber  for  the  I’rince,  ditto  for  the  Princess ; 
ante-room  for  the  guard.  The  maids  of  honour  and  the  pages 
— we  can’t  put  them  together.  Lords  in  waiting  and  the  ladies 
of  the  bedchamber — dear  me!  where  can  we  put  them — to¬ 
gether  ?  Separately  ?  Impossible. 

Enter  IManuel,  l.  h.  u.  e. 

Manuel,  (r.)  I  can  bear  this  suspense  no  longer.  Last 
night  I  watched  until  past  daybreak  at  the  entrance  to  the 
wood.  Giralda  did  not  appear.  What  has  befallen  her  ?  This 
must  be  the  farm-house  she  described.  Could  I  but  find  a 
pretext — 

Japiiet.  (rises.)  Don  Manuel! 

Manuel.  Don  Japhet!  (aside.)  The  devil  take  him  ! 

Japiiet.  (iciih  a  ceremonious  hoiv.)  Your  lordship  is  doubt¬ 
less  anxious  to  greet  Ysabel  of  Aragon,  and  welcome  her  to 
Santiago. 

Manuel.  Her  highness  here  ? 

Japiiet.  Not  yet ;  she  will  arrive  at  dusk.  You  are  governor 
of  Santiago.  The  princess  will  enter  that  town  to-morrow  at 
noon.  A  herald  will  announce  her  highness,  and  you  will 
meet  her  at  the  gate  with  the  keys  as  prescribed. 

Manuel.  I’ll  see  Ysabel  upon  this  spot.  You  forget,  my 
lord,  ’twas  she  who  watched  over  my  earhest  infancy,  although 
but  a  girl  herself ;  she  saved  me,  an  infant,  from  the  proscrip¬ 
tion  and  death  which  struck  my  family.  As  a  boy,  I  was  her 
page  ;  and  when  I  outgrew  that  cherished  service,  she  bestowed 
on  me  the  office  of  governor  of  Santiago. 

Japiiet.  She  is  a  great  and  pious  princess — devout — a  very 
saint ! 

^Ianuel.  How  does  she  bear  with  the  adventures  of  her 
young  husband?  Is  the  report  true?  Don  Philip  has  the 
character  of — eh  ? 

Japiiet.  (nods.)  He  is  a — incarnate  after  the  fair  sex ;  and 
wdien  I  was  appointed  chamberlain,  her  highness  privately 
hinted  that  part  of  my  duties  would  be  to  keep  an  eye  on  Don 
Philip. 

Manuel.  She  is  jealous — he  wrongs  her. 

(lower  lights  gently  till  moon  is  up.) 
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Japhet.  Hush!  Monarchs  do  no  wrong.  Well,  the  prince 
discovered  that  he  was  watched  by  me,  and  that  I  betrayed 
him  ;  whereon,  as  I  am  told,  he  observed,  “  Oho  I  Don  Japhet 
mixes  himself  up  in  my  family  affairs !  V ery  well — if  ever  he  gets 
a  wife,  I  will  mix  myself  up  in  Ms.’’'  Now,  perhaps,  you  don’t 
know  what  such  a  thi'eat  from  Don  Pliilip  means  ? 

Manuel.  Ha  I  ha !  yes,  I  do ;  but  you  are  safe,  since  you 
ai*e  a  bachelor. 

Japhet.  No,  the  horrible  truth  is,  Don  Manuel  (looks 
about.)  I  am  married  ! 

Manuel.  Married! 

Japhet.  Now  you  perceive  the  desperation  of  my  position. 
Six  montlis  ago  I  wedded  Ilosina  de  Pontevedra. 

Manuel.  AV'hat  little  Rosina — one  of  the  maids  of  honour  ? 

Japhet.  Yes,  particularly  so.  A  secret  mari'iage — every 
caution  possible — for  the  threat  of  his  highness  pursued  me  like 
a  nightmare.  However,  I  warned  my  wife — I  l)ut  her  on  her 
guard  against  him — 

IVIanuel  He  sought  her  out,  and  she  coquetted. 

Japhet.  Coquetted !  Dona  Ilosina  coquet !  She  is  marble 
— ice — statuary — impregnable.  I  ought  to  know.  But  sure 
it  is  that  the  prince  finds  her  to  his  taste,  and  I  am  obliged  to 
stand  by  and  approve  his  crtiical  and  analytical  observation  on 
her  charms.  Oh  !  it  is  dreadful ! 

Manuel.  True,  (laughing.)  it  must  be  ! 

Japhet.  (taking  off  his  hat,  and  loiping  his  head  ivith  his 
hand.)  There  is  no  knowing  what  it  may  not  come  to.  Now, 
as  her  highness  will  surely  give  you  an  opportunity,  if  you 
w^ould  only  point  out  my  wife  as  the  object  of  the  prince’s 
attention,  I’m  sure  my  little  Ilosina  would  be  exiled  to  her 
estate,  and  then  I  could  defy  fate — and  Don  Pliilip. 

Manuel.  Rely  on  my  best  offices. 

Japhet.  I  expected  no  less  from  so  noble  an  hidalgo,  (hoics.) 
The  night  closes  ii^  and  announces  the  approach  of  their  high¬ 
nesses. 

Manuel.  Don  Japhet,  do  not  let  m*e  detain  you  from  your 
duties. 

$ 

Japhet.  The  prince  sleeps  to-night  in  yonder  farm-house. 

Manuel.  Don  Philip ! 

Japhet.  I  must  make  preparations.  Will  you  give  me 
leave  ? 

Manuel.  I  entreat — 

Japhet.  I  obey.  Exit  ceremoniously  into  farm,  h.  ii.  2  e. 

Manuel.  Don  Philip — the  gallant,  licentious,  pitiless  piiiice 
— is  about  to  pass  the  night  beneath  the  same  roof  with  Giralda. 
She  cannot  escape  liis  notice — his  admiration.  How  can  I  pro- 
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tecther?  I  am  powerless.  I  dare  not  betray  myself,  (shouts 
of  laughter  within^  ».  ii.)  What  shouts  are  these  ? 

Enter  Piquillo  from  farm^  r.,  dressed  in  his  'bridegroom'' s 

cloak  and  hat  ivith  plumes. 

Whom  have  we  here?  (laugh  repeated.') 

PiQUiL.  (r.)  Oh,  laugh — you  may  laugh  ;  but  if  you  were 
turned  out  of  yom*  bed  on  a  cold  night — and  a  wedding 
night,  too — you  would  not  laugh. 

hlANUEL.  (l,.)  No,  faith.  Is  such  your  fate,  fellow? 

PiQUiL.  Fellow !  Oh,  another  grandee — as  well  as  I  can  see 
for  the  darkness.  Yes,  sir,  such  is  my  fate.  First  they  come 
and  seize  my  wedding  breakfast,  and  then  I  am  turned  out  of 
my  nuptial  couch  ;  and  the  chapel,  which  I  had  prepared  and 
illuminated  at  my  own  expense,  and  the  priest  I  had  paid  and 
all — I  am  done  out  of  that. 

Manuel.  Ysabel  of  Aragon  must  keep  her  vigil. 

PiQuiL.  So,  in  the  place  of  the  chapel,  I  must  get  married 
in  the  grotto — a  sort  of  cell,  lighted  by  one  miserable  lamp. 
Here’s  a  wedding  ! — married  in  the  dark,  and  then  obhged  to 
take  my  wife  half  a  mile  or  more  up  the  mountain,  and  ten  to 
one  but  it  rains  all  the  way ! 

Manuel.  Your  love  will  keep  you  warm. 

PiQUiL.  No,  it  won’t. 

Manuel.  No! 

PiQuiL.  No  ;  my  wife  hates  the  the  very  sight  of  me. 

M^iNUEL.  Already! 

PiQUiL.  She  says  if  I  persist 'in  marrying  her,  “  I  must  take 
the  consequences  for  wliich  I  said,  “  Look  ye,  Giralda — ” 

Manuel.  Giralda ! 

PiQUiL.  Yes — “if you — ” 

Manuel.  You  marry  Giralda?  And  she  consents? 

PiQuiL.  No,  I  tell  you  I — but  as  her  fortmie  is  three  hundred 
ducats — 

Manuel.  Sold  to  you  for  three  hundred  ducats !  Never  1 
never !  (crosses  to  ix.) 

PiQUiL.  What  are  you  talking  about? 

Manuel.  She  must  be  saved — saved  at  any  risk.  Shall  I 
kill  this  fellow  ? 

PiQUiL.  Certainly  not. 

Manuel.  No  !  there  would  be  nothing  gained. 

PiQUiL.  No,  but  a  life  lost. 

Manuel.  Ha !  Here.  You  say  you  are  to  be.  wedded  in 
this  mountain  cell  to  Giralda,  and  your  object  is  to  secure  her 
fortune — 

PiQUiL.  Three  hundred  ducats  1 
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^Manuel.  Here  is  double  that  amount,  (takes  out  purse.) 
*Tis  yours — 

PiQUiL.  Mine? 

Manuel.  On  one  condition. 

PiQUiL.  A  dozen. 

Manuel.  Give  me  your  place  at  the  altar. 

PiQUiL.  My  place  ? 

Manuel.  Your  cloak  and  hat. 

PiQUiL.  For  six  hundred  ducats — 

Manuel.  In  gold. 

PiQUiL.  Let  me  see — sell  her  for  tliree  hundred  ducats.  I 
know  some  who  would  gladly  give  their  Avives — for  notliing— 
ay,  and  a  bonus  for  the  riddance.  The  bargain  can’t  be  a  bad 
one.  Done  !  (giving  cloak  and  hat.) 

(Manuel  pZaces  his  hat  on  Piquillo.) 

Manuel.  Until  to-morrow  you  must  remain  concealed,  and 
betray  not  a  word  of  this  bargain  till  then. 

PiQUiL.  Agreed.  I  will  betake  myself  to  my  mill. 

Manuel.  No,  it  must  be  my  miU  until  to-morrow. 

PiQuiL.  Yours? 

Manuel.  Favoured  by  the  darkness,  I  will  lead  your  bride 
to  the  altar,  and  when  her  vows  are  pledged  unsuspectingly  to 
me — 

PiQUiL.  Oho !  what  a  good  piece  of  vengeance  on  the  little 
spitfire !  You  will  marry  her? 

Manuel.  I  will ;  and  after  the  ceremony  I  will  conduct  her 
to  the  miU.  Give  me  the  key. 

PiQuiL.  But  where  am  /  to  go?  It  certainly  is  fated 
that  I  shall  pass  my  wedding  night  in  a  ditch. 

IV'Ianuel.  Quick  !  take  your  gold. 

PiQUiL.  Here  is  the  key ;  it  leads  by  the  south  entrance  to 
my  private  rooms  in  the  mill. 

Manuel.  Begone! 

(laugh  ivithm.,  r.) 

PiQUiL.  Here  comes  the  bridal  party.  So,  as  you  are  to 
pass  for  me,  put  a  little  more  dignity  and  style  into  your  bear* 
ing,  or  you  will  betray  yourself.  Exit  into  ham.,  l. 

(Air  of  bolero  continued  till  Giralda  comes  on.) 

Manuel.  She  comes,  (concealing  himself  in  hat  and  cloak.) 
How  can  I  excuse  tliis  step  to  the  Princess  ?  Yet  by  what 
other  means  can  I  save  Giralda  ? 

Enter  Giralda  with  the  bridal  party  from  farm.,  r.  h.  2  e. 

Manuel,  l.  h.,  wrapped  in  Piquillo'' s  cloak  and  hat  —  the 

plumes  pulled  over  his  face. 

M^anuel.  ’Tis  she ;  her  eyes  are  swollen  with — tears  shed  for 
me.  How  pale  she  is  I 

(music  continued.) 
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Giral.  (c.)  Piquillo,  do  you  still  insist  upon  this  cruel 
sacrifice  ?  You  are  silent !  I  warn  you.  Wed  me  if  you  will; 
but  remember  my  words — you  condemn  me  to  death,  for  I 
never  will  be  yours.  Speak — one  word — it  is  not  too  late. 
Have  my  tears  no  power?  (chapel  hell  tolls^  L.  u.  e.)  Hark  !  it 
peals  my  knell. 

Manuel,  (offering  his  hand.)  She  is  mine,  (they  go  out  hy 
the  winding  path.,  l.  ii.  4  e.) 

Re-enter  Piquillo  from  the  barn. 

PiQUiL.  So  far,  very  good.  She  thinks  she  is  going  to  be 
Mrs.  Piquillo ;  but  when  the  blessing  is  pronounced,  and  the 
bridegroom  discovers  himself !  He  must  be  deuced  ugly,  or  he 
never  would  give  six  hundred  ducats  for  the  place  of  husband — 
he  must  be  a  scarecrow.  Serve  her  right.  ( trumj)eis  tvithout, 
R.  H.  u.  e.)  Hollo !  (goes  up.)  A  cavalcade,  with  torches,  on 
horseback  coming  down  the  road.  It  must  be  the  Prince  ;  but 
I  must  not  be  seen,  that  was  part  of  the  bargain.  I’ll  betake 
myself  to  the  hayloft,  and  pass  my  bridal  night  on  a  truss  in 
the  corner.  (Music — goes  into  the  barn.,  l.  h.) 

Enter  the  Princess’s  Guard,  bearing  torches.,  followed  by 
Priests,  who  cross  down  the  stage.,  and  go  off  by  winding  path., 
L.  H.  4  E.  Choir  heard,  l.  Then  Nobles  awJ  Pages,  Don 
Philip,  Pages  and  Ladies,  Ysabel,  Ladies,  torches. 
Guards. 

disposition  of  the  stage. 

******  ****** 

Guards.  Ladies.  Guards  with  Torches. 

Ysabel. 

Torches.  Ladies.  ^ 

*  *  *  *  * 


♦  *  * 


*  *  *  * 
Pages. 


Don  Japhet. 


Don  Philip. 


Philip.  Her  highness  is  fatigued  with  the  journey.  Are  the 
apartments  prepared  ? 

Japhet.  Your  highness,  will  you  deign  to  observe  this  farm  ? 

Philip.  Ah !  ’tis  here  we  pass  the  night.  By  Santiago, 
Don  Japhet,  you  have  chosen  well. 

Japhet.  A  dog-hole,  a  very  kennel,  which  I  have  disposed 
to  the  best  of  my  abilities. 

Philip.  Not  so ;  I’d  have  it  left  in  aU  its  native  simplicity, 
eh,  my  lords  ?  A  night  in  a  farm-house — a  rustic  supper  I 

Japhet.  There  was  nothing  when  I  arrived ;  but  I  gave 
orders  that  the  hens,  in  your  highness’s  name,  should  lay  imme¬ 
diately  ;  and  made  a  leyy  of  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl  on  the  neigh- 
bourhoc^. 
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Ysabel.  fc.)  Let  the  Prince’s  apartments  be  prepared.  It 
is  my  intention  to  pass  the  night  in  the  chapel  of  the  blessed 
Santiago  de  Compostello,  where  I  have  vowed  a  vigil. 

Philip.  The  whole  night  ? 

Ysabel.  (c.^  Yes,  my  lord,  (goes  up  to  her  Ladies.) 

(Don  Philip  beckons  Don  Japhet  across  to  l.) 

Philip.  Could  we  not  indulge  the  good  peasantry  with  a 
f6te — a  village  fete,  eh  ?  What  sort  of  eyes  and  ankles  flourish 
in  this  canton  ?  You  are  a  judge. 

Japhet.  Your  highness,  my  aversion  for  the  sex — 

Philip.  Oh  !  oh  ! 

Japhet.  Eyes  and  ankles !  your  highness  is  too  gracious  to 
consider  that  the  people  are  made  as  we  are. 

Japhet.  I’ve  seen  a  waist  in  russet,  and  a  foot  in  a  wooden 
shoe,  worth  anytliing  that  was  ever  pinched  under  velvet  or 
prunella. 

Ysabel.  (r.)  These  preparations  for  a  fete  are  not  in  our 
honour,  Don  Japhet,  are  they? 

Japhet.  I  regret  to  say  that  the  reception  joyfully  prepared 
for  your  highness  was  somewhat  marred  by  a  wedding  in  which 
I  found  the  villagers  employed. 

Philip.  A  wedding  1  Ah !  Is  the  bride  pretty! 

Ysabel.  Don  Pliihp ! 

Japhet.  I  have  commanded  the  bridegroom  to  remove  hia 
happiness  out  of  your  highness’s  way ;  and  after  the  nuptial 
blessing,  he  will  conduct  Ins  wife  straight  to  his  home. 

Philip,  (aside.)  Meddhng  old  fool  I  I  wish  he  were  the 
bridegroom.  But  his  time  will  come,  (joins  the  Gentle¬ 
men.) 

Ysabel.  (aside  to  Don  Japhet.)  A  word.  You  will  pass 
the  night  in  the  room  adjoining  that  where  Don  Pliilip  rests. 

Japhet.  (r.)  My  liege,  what  an  honour  ! 

Ysabel.  Watch  over  him,  and  to-morrow  you  will  commu¬ 
nicate  to  me. 

Philip,  (coming  doion  hastily  between  them.)  Ha ! 

Japhet.  (disconcerted.)  Oh,  the  word!  Gentlemen,  her 
liighness  gives  the  pass  word  for  the  night.  Approach. 

(Nobles  cross  to  r.  Music.) 

Enter  Don  Manuel  and  Giralda,  by  winding  path.,  4  e.  l. 

Giral.  (l.)  Why  have  you  separated  me  from  my  brides¬ 
maids,  and  where  would  you  conduct  me  ?  No,  sir — no,  no — 
I  will  go  no  further,  (snatching  her  hand  from  Manuel.)  Ah ! 
look  there ! .  Who  are  those  fine  gentlemen  in  velvet  ? 

Manuel.  The  Princess !  I  am  lost,  (casts  down  his  hat  and 
cloak,  and  disappears  unperceived,  1  e.  l.  n.^ 
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Enter  the  Bridal  Party,  l.  ii.  4  e.  Pepita  picles  up  cloal\ 

and  Rita  the  hat. 

Japiiet.  (rJ  The  bride  and  her  party. 

Philip.  By  good  fortune!  {advances  to  her.)  Which  is  she? 
Giral.  (l.)  I  am,  please  you,  sir.  (curtsies.) 

Philip.  You  deserve  a  handsome  husband.  Where  is  the 
happy  vagabond  ? 

Giral.  Piquillo,  the  miller.  Here  he  is.  (timis.)  No,  he 
isn’t.  AVhere  is  he  ?  He  was  here  just  now. 

Pi:asant.s.  (calling.)  Piquillo!  Piquillo! 

PiQUiL.  (appears  at  the  loft  door.)  Who  calls  Piquillo  ?  Eh, 
what  a  crowd ! 

(Peasants  beckon  hUn  to  descend.^  and  laugh.) 
Philip.  Is  that  your  husband  ? 

Giral.  Ah,  sir,  I  wish  it  was  not. 

Philip.  You  are  too  lovely  for  a  cur  like  that. 

Enter  Piquillo,  2  e.  l. 

Japiiet.  (r.)  Here  is  the  husband. 

Philip.  We  congratulate  you,  fellow. 

PiQUiL.  What  for? 

Ysabel.  ("r.  c.)  This  is  your  husband  ? 

Giral.  Alas,  yes! 

PiQUiL.  She,  too — (aside.) — she  owns  me. 

Giral.  I  have  just  pledged  my  vows  to  him  at  the  altar. 
PiQUiL.  Why,  where’s  my  substitute  ?  Have  I  been  dream¬ 
ing  ?  (looking  round.) 

Ysabel.  (aside.)  Don  Philip  pays  too  much  attention  to 
yon  peasant  girl. 

Japiiet.  (bowing.)  Your  highness  is  right. 

Ysabel.  (to  Piquillo.)  Peasant,  you  will  conduct  your 
bride  from  hence. 

PiQUii..  I — I — conduct  Giralda — 

Japhet.  To  your  mill  in  the  mountain. 

Ysabel.  Forthwith ! 

PiQuiL.  But  will  she  go  ? 

Japiiet.  She  must.  You  hear  her  highness. 

PiQuiL.  (to  Giralda.)  And  you  consent? 

Giral.  (crying.)  Of  course  I  must. 

PiQUiL.  (aside.)  What  next  ? 

Pepita.  Come,  here’s  your  cloak,  (places  cloak  on  his  right 
arm.) 

PiQUiL.  My  cloak ! 

Rita.  And  here’s  yoiu*  hat.  (places  it  in  his  left  hand — rain.) 
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PiQUiL.  My  hat !  (aside.)  IVty  hat — ^my  cloak — my  wife !  I 
must  have  been  dreaming  !  What  can  it  mean  ? 

Ysabel.  Come,  ladies — to  the  chapel. 

(Choir  and  organ.,  l.  4  e. — they  move  slowly  to  icinding  path, 
L.  4  E.) 

Philip,  (aside.)  While  she  is  at  her  devotions  I  will  engage 
in  mine  to  yonder  divinity.  The  mill  cannot  be  far.  Come, 
gentlemen.  Don  Philip  and  Nobles  going  towards  farm,  r. 

Ysabel.  (aside  to  Don  Japhet.)  You  will  not  lose  sight  of 
the  Prince. 

Japhet.  (hissing  her  hand.)  I  will  be  his  shadow. 

Enter  Antony,  icith  lantern,  r.  u.  e. 

PiQUiL.  Oh,  here’s  Antony  come  to  show  us  the  way.  Well, 
since  they  all  will  have  it  so,  here  goes  for  my  wedding  night 
after  all ! 

Bridal  Party  are  going  up  in  direction  of  r.  u.  e.  as  curtain 
descends — bolero  music. 


ACT  11. 

SCENE. — The  interior  of  a  mill  (moonlight) — door  r.  in  flat — 
a  casement  toindow  with  wooden  balcony,  l.  c.,  in  fiat — 
door  R.  2  e. — doors  2  and  3  l.  e. — trap  in  centre  reaching 
to  the  loicer  story  open  as  curtain  rises — a  table  and  stool 
opposite  door  3  l.  e.,  and  candle  on  table  not  lighted. 

Enter  Antony,  loith  lantern,  conductingVicivuA.o  and  Giralda, 
Bridesmaids  and  Peasant  Girls.  Antony  lights  candle 
on  table,  and  exit  down  trap,  taking  lantern  and  closing  trap. 

PiQuiL.  (c.)  I  am  jienetrated  with  a  sense  of  the  obligations 
you  bestow  upon  me  ;  but  now  we’re  at  home,  let  me  advise 
you  all  to  go  back  again  to  the  village  before  the  moon  goes 
down. 

Giral.  ("r.)  No,  no,  stay  as  long  as  you  can. 

Pepita.  No,  Mr.  Piq^uillo ;  we  are  bridesmaids,  and  we 
know  our  duties.  Come,  Giralda — come  with  us. 

They  go  off  with  Giralda,  r.  2  e. 
Rita,  (at  door.)  Be  patient,  Piquillo.  ( closes  door,  r.  2  e.) 
PiQUiL.  Alone !  it  seems  that  nobody  but  myself  entertains 
the  slightest  doubt  about  it.  I  am  her  husband.  She  con¬ 
fesses  it — everybody  is  a  witness  ;  but  I  have  here  in  my  pocket 
six  hundred  witnesses  that  I  am  not.  liowever,  that  is  no 
reason.  He  took  my  place  effectually.  I  must  not  disgrace 
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hiui  on  this  palpitating  occasion.  In  another  moment  I  shall 
be  alone  with  her,  when  these  girls  leave  us.  No,  I  forgot ; 
there’s  my  man,  Antony,  beloAv.  I  must  dismiss  him  till  to¬ 
morrow.  (lifts  trap^  c.)  Iloilo!  Antony,  I  shan’t  want  you  any 
more  to-night. 

Antony,  (heloio.)  Very  well,  sir. 

PiQuiL.  You  can  go  home ;  you  need  not  come  until  to¬ 
morrow.  And,  Antony,  you  may  make  it  as  late  as  you  please 
to-morrow,  (closes  trap  and  comes  f one ardf  So  I  should  not 
mind  having  such  a  bargain  as  this  every  day,  ecod  not  I ! 
AVhat  a  time  they  are  inside  ! 

Manuel  enters  l.  ii.  3  e. 

I  shall  have  all  the  sweets  of  matrimony.  (Manuel  blows  out 
light.')  Hollo  I  what’s  that?  the  light  out — a  gust  of  wind — no 
matter  !  (Manuel  advances  to  his  l.  side.)  I  dare  say  Giralda 
will  gain  by  the  exchange  ;  his  anxiety  to  conceal  his  face  did 
not  say  much  for  his  beauty — I  wonder  who  he  is  1  (Manuel 
suddenly  grasps  his  arm.)  Oh,  lord  I  what’s  that  ? 

IManuel.  I! 

PlQUIL.  I? 

Manuel.  The  husband  of  Giralda— do  you  not  recognise  my 
voice  ? 

PiQUiL.  Perfectly — it  is  Beelzebubs  ! 

Manuel.  I  come  to  claim  my  Avife — How  came  you  here  ? 

PiQuiL.  I  came  with  my  Avife — 

IManuel.  Your  wife  ? 

PiQUiL.  I  beg  pardon — a  slip  of  the  tongue — I  meant  your 
wife. 

Manuel.  With  what  intention  did  you  accompany  her 
.here  ? 

PiQUiL.  Not  to  betray  our  secret — oh,  on  my  honour — I — 

IManuel.  ’Tis  well ! 

PiQUiL.  The  moment  you  appeared  to  claim  her — 

Manuel.  Well,  here  I  am — begone ! 

PiQUiL.  Eh  ?  Oh,  yes — true  I  but  if  I  were  seen  rambling 
about  on  such  an  occasion — it  is  not  usual  I  believe — 

Manuel.  True!  conceal  yourself  in  the  building  and  if  I 
require  your  further  services — 

PiQUiL.  You  will  find  me  below  ;  but  further  services 
haven’t  been  paid  for. 

Manuel.  Here  are  fifty  ducats  more,  (gives  him  a  purse.) 

PiQUiL.  Oh !  generous  substitute,  (aside.)  This  fellow  is 
either  the  Bank  of  Spain  or  the  devil ;  but  that’s  Giralda’s 
affair,  not  mine  ;  in  either  case  he  is  decidedly  a  better 
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match  than  I.  (aloud.')  I  will  remain  below,  (lifts  trap.j 
Here  is  the  way. 

Manuel.  Very  good. 

PiQUiL.  (going  down.)  You  have  only  to  call,  (laugh 
within^  R.  2  E.) 

Manuel.  Hush  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

PiQUiL.  The  bridesmaids  returning,  (he  is  half  way  down 
the  trap.) 

Manuel.  Stay !  (seizes  his  arm.) 

PiQUiL.  They  are  coming  out  of  my  wife’s  room — I  mean 
your  wife’s  room. 

Manuel.  Hush,  fool ! 

Re-enter  Pepita,  Rita,  and  Peasant  Girls,  r.  h.  2  e. 

Pepita.  How  dark  it  is  !  Where  is  Piquillo  ? 

Manuel,  (aside.)  Answer. 

PiQUiL.  Here  I  am. 

Pepita.  Where  is  the  light  ? 

Manuel,  (aside.)  Say  you  prefer  the  obscurity. 

PiQUiL.  What’s  that  to  you.  Miss  ?  I  like  it  so. 

All.  Ha !  ha !  Good  night,  Giralda — good  night,  Piquillo. 

Exit  Peasants,  r.  d.  in  fiat. 

PiQUiL.  They  are  gone.  Now  I  could  tell  you — 

Manuel.  Nothing.  Goodnight,  (closes fro/?  on  Piquillo.) 

Enter  Giralda,  r. 

Giral.  How  dark  it  is !  I  thought  I  saw  a  light.  (Manuel 
advances.)  I)o  not  come  near  me ;  but  listen.  You  have  per¬ 
sisted  in  this  marriage,  when  I  told  you  I  loved  another.  Now, 
while  in  yonder  room,  (points  r.  h.  2  e.)  I  saw  that  the  window 
overhung  the  mill  stream — see,  I  have  left  it  open.  If  you 
narrow  the  space  between  us  by  one  step,  I  cast  myself  upon 
the  mercy  of  the  waters  rather  than  meet  you  as  a  wife  ! 

Manuel.  Giralda! 

Giral.  Ah  I 

hlANUEL.  Piquillo  is  far  from  us.  We  are  alone.  Do  you 
not  know  me. 

Giral.  ’Tis  he !  Save  me ! 

IManuel.  You  need  no  protection,  dearest  I 

Giral.  Oh,  you  do  not  know — how  can  I  teU  you  ? 

Manuel.  You  are  married  1 

Giral."  Alas  1 

Manuel.  But  before  the  benediction  I  had  secured  Piquillo 
by  a  bribe,  which  purchased  his  hat  and  cloak  ;  and, 
favoured  by  the  accident  which  caused  the  ceremony  to  be  per¬ 
formed  in  the  hermitage,  ’twas  I  who  led  you  to  the  altar. 
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Act  2. 


Giral.  You  ! — and  my  heart  never  told  me— 

Manuel.  ’Twas  I  who  murmured  the  responses  to  your 
vows — 

Giral.  (running  into  Ms  arms.)  And  became  my  husband  ? 

Manuel.  I  did — and  no  power  can  dissolve  that  tie. 

Giral.  But  I  shall  know  you  now,  shall  I  not  ? 

Manuel.  Listen,  and  remember  these  words,  by  which  I 
shall  be  recognised. 

Giral.  They  shall  be  graven  on  my  heart. 

Manuel.  “  Love  and  night.” 

Giral.  “  Love  and  night.” 

Manuel.  And  the  reply  shall  be  a  kiss. 

Giral.  Oh,  very  well — “  Love  and  night.” 

hlANUEL.  (kissing  her.)  Perfect. 

Giral.  But  my  dear  husband — now  you  are  my  husband — I 
wish  to  beg  a  great  favour  of  you. 

Manuel.  What  is  it  ? 

Giral.  Well — who  are  you? 

Manuel.  Giralda,  I  cannot  tell  you ;  for  if  the  Princess 
Ysabel  or  the  Inquisition  suspected  our  marriage,  we  should  be 
unutterably  ruined. 

Giral.  Say  no  more.  Is  it  not  joy  enough  to  know  that  I 
am  yours  ;  but  you  will  not  refuse  to  let  me  see  you  ? 

Manuel.  If  you  found  me  different  from  the  picture  you 
have  drawn  upon  your  heart — 

Giral.  No,  I  love  you  for  your  tender  words,  your  sweet 
'  voice,  for — for,  I  don’t  know  ;  I  only  know  that  I  do  love  you. 

Manuel.  Ought  not  that  to  suffice  you  ? 

Giral.  Yes,  but  ’tis  all  very  well  to  argue  about  it,  but 
one  likes  to  see  one’s  husband.  There,  in  the  the  next  room, 
the  sparks  have  not  left  the  fire  ;  I  can  see  them  still ;  let  me 
light  the  lamp — just  one  peep — eh  !  will  you  not?  (going  r.) 

Manuel.  And  if  I  turn  out  to  be  old,  wrinkled,  ugly  ? 

Giral.  Ay,  but  you  won’t.  I  can  tell  by  the  beating  of 
your  heart  you  are  young  ;  your  cheek  is  soft,  and  no  wrinkle 
is  there  ^  and  if  you  are  ugly,  nature’s  an  imposter.  May  I  go  ? 

Manuel.  Go  ! 

Giral.  I  shall  see  him.  Exit  Giralda,  r.  h.  2  e. 

Manuel.  How  could  I  refuse  her!  With  what  innocent 
gaiety  she  betrays  her  feelings,  (noise  of  a  ladder  falling  at 
hack.)  Ha !  what  noise  was  that  ? 

(Don  Philip  and  Don  Japhet  appear  in  the  balcony^  l.  c. 

Philip.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Japhet.  It  was  the  ladder — ^it  slipped. 

Philip,  (opens  window.)  Blundering  old  fool  I 
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Japret.  Your  Highness ! 

INIanuel.  (l.)  The  prince  ! 

Philip,  (in  a  low  tone — advancing.')  You  remain  outeide, 
Don  Japhet. 

Japhet.  (looking  in.)  Outside !  it  is  freezing. 

Philip.  The  air  is  clear;  you  can  see  farther,  and  hear 
better — good  night. 

Japhet.  I  shall  be  frozen  to  a  statue,  (liis  hat  files  off.)  Oh! 

Philip.  Hush  I  what  is  the  matter? 

Japhet.  My  hat’s  blown  off. 

Philip.  Close  the  window. 

Japhet.  I  can’t  feel  my  nose  already,  (shuts  the  window.) 

Philip.  Ha,  ha  !  the  old  fox  !  He  was  left  to  watch  me,  so 
I  turned  my  gaoler  into  an  accomplice — compelled  liim  to  ac¬ 
company  me  on  tliis  adventure — we  easily  discovered  the  mill, 
and  seizing  a  ladder,  gained  yonder  balcony.  So  now  for  the 
miller’s  bride — the  charming  Giralda. 

Maxuel.  (aside.)  Ha  1  I  feared  so. 

Philip.  The  repugnance  she  exhibited  for  her  booby  hus¬ 
band  was  a  clear  invitation.  So  here  I  am.  If  I  can  meet  with 
her  alone,  she  wiU  find  an  excuse  to  play  her  new  lord  and 
master  a  trick ;  if  not,  I  must  pass  myself  for  a  benighted 
traveller,  and  trust  to  the  devil,  who  never  deserts  a  lover  in 
distress.  Wliich  is  the  way  ?  (goes  l.)  There  is  a  -wall  here ; 
ay,  and  here  is  a  door.  Cupid,  be  my  compass. 

L.  II.  2  E> 

Manuel,  (runs  to  trap  and  lifts  it.)  Piquillo  ! 

PiQUiLLO.  (pops  up  his  head.)  Here. 

Manuel.  Will  you  gain  double  what  I  gave  you  ? 

PiQUiL.  Double  twelve  hundred  ducats  ! 

INIanuel.  Begone  !  run  to  the  Aullage  ;  ask  for  the  officer  on 
guard ;  tell  liiin  to  warn  the  princess  that  Don  Philip  is  in  this 
mill. 

PiQUiL.  The  prince ! 

INIanuel.  His  life  is  in  the  greatest  danger. 

PiQUiL.  What  does  it  mean  ? 

INIanuel.  It  means  that  there  arc  twelve  hundred  ducats 
awaiting  your  return. 

Piquil.  I  fly  !  (disappears.^  closing  trap.) 

Don  Philip  appears.,  l. 

Philip.  That  is  not  the  way. 

Japhet.  (at  window.)  Hist! — your  Highness — 

Philip.  Eh!  who’s  there? 
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Japiiet.  "Will  it  be  necessary  for  me  to  remain  here  all 
night  ? 

Philip.  You  know  the  princess’s  orders.  Were  you  not  to 
attend  me? — to  your  post. 

Japiiet.  I  shall  die  at  it.  I  feel  a  chronic  rheiunatism 
silently  seizing  me. 

Philip.  Hush!  —  begone!  (Don  Japiiet  closes  window.') 
Ila,  ha !  (Don  Japiiet  is  heard  to  sneeze.)  Stupid  old  fool !  why 
can’t  he  take  another  opportunity  for  catching  cold.  Where 
can  she  be  ?  Ah  1  here  she  comes.  What  is  she  about  ?  How 
cautiously  she  walks,  with  that  lamp  shaded  by  her  hand,  cast¬ 
ing  its  light  upon  her  smiling  face.  By  Santiago  I  she  is  mine. 

(I'etires  behind  door  2  e.  n.  h.  Lights  up.  Manuel  at  back. 

Enter  Giralda  with  a  lamp.,  2  e.  r.  n. 

Giral.  Not  a  spark  in  the  grate.  How  I  hurt  my  fingers 
with  the  flint  and  steel  to  get  the  light  ;  but  I  succeeded  at 
last — and  now  for  it.  Where  is  he?  {Lights  down. — Don 
Philip  seizes  her  right  arm  ;  she  utters  a  cry.,  and  lets  the  lamp 
fall.,  which  is  extinguished.)  Oh,  how  you  frightened  me !  And 
see — you  made  me  drop  the  fight — it’s  extinguished,  and  I  did 
so  wish  to  see  your  face. 

Philip,  {aside.)  See  my  face?  What  does  she  mean? 

Giral.  Do  let  me  run  and  fight  it  again. 

Philip.  What  need  have  we  of  fight,  sweetest? 

Giral.  Ah  1  (starts  away.) 

Philip.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Giral.  It  is  not  his  voice — no,  it  isn’t. 

Philip.  My  dear  Giralda — 

Giral.  You  are  not  my  husband. 

Philip.  What  an  idea  I 

Giral.  No,  no,  no  I 

Philip.  Why  should  you  doubt  ? 

Giral.  Your  voice  is  not  the  same. 

Philip.  The  night  air  has  chilled  me.  Come,  restore  meto— 

Giral.  Stay!  If  you  be  indeed  he  I  love,  what  is  the 
signal  ? 

Philip.  The  signal !  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Giral.  Ah ! 

Philip.  Oh,  I  know  ;  but  here  is  the  only  signal  between 
lovers — {attempts  to  kiss  her.) — a  kiss. 

Giral.  {avoiding  him.,  crosses  r.)  No,  no — that  is  the  end. 
How  does  it  begin  ? 

Philip.  Come,  do  not  avoid  me  ;  let  me  persuade  you — 

Giral.  Has  he  then  deserted  me  ? 

Manuel,  {aside,  advancing  on  her  r.)  No,  he  is  here — fear 
nothing. 
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Giral.  Ah  !  ’tis  he  ! 

Manuel,  (aside.)  “  Love  and  night.” 

Giral.  Yes. 

Manuel.  Hush !  (kisses  her.) 

Philip.  Ha  !  what  noise  was  that  ?  By  Santiago,  it  was  a 
kiss !  I  am  being  made  a  fool  of  by  this  peasant.  Sjieak,  ras¬ 
cal  !  (crosses  to  l.)  or  I  will  make  a  ghost  of  you  !  fPiQUiLLO 
lifts  trap.)  Where  are  you  ? 

PiQuiL.  Here  I  am.  (coming  up  and  closing  trap.  Manuel 
leads  Giralda  to  door.,  l.  2  e.) 

Philip.  And  who  is  I  ? 

PiQUiL.  Who  !  why  Piquillo. 

Philip.  Oh !  (aside.)  The  miller — ^the  husband !  that’s 
another  affair.  I  must  get  ofi‘,  and  leave  Giralda  to  explain. 

(crosses  to  c.,  and  runs  against  Piquillo. 

PiQUiL.  What,  are  you  here  still,  instead  of  there  Avith 
my  wife — no,  I  mean  with  your  wife,  of  course — as  agreed — 

Philip,  (aside.)  As  agreed  !  What  does  he  mean?  (aloud.) 
Of  course — my  wife  ? 

PiQuiL.  You  seem  surprised.  Have  you  not  paid,  and  paid 
handsomely,  for  the  situation  of  husband  ?  And  now,  if  you 
please.  I’ll  trouble  you  for  those  twelve  huncked  ducats. 

Philip.  What  for  ? 

PiQUiL.  Well,  that  is  cool — after  my  perilling  my  neck  down 
the  mountain  to  do  your  bidding.  I  found  the  officer  of  the 
guard  that  you  mentioned — 

Philip.  I  mentioned ! 

PiQUiL.  And  as  soon  as  I  could  speak,  said  I — “  Warn  the 
princess  that  Don  Philip  is  in  my  mill  up  the  mountain,  and 
his  life  is  in  the  greatest  danger.” 

Philip.  ( aside.)  ’Tis  as  I  suspected :  there  is  a  stranger 
here — a  third — could  I  discover  him  ;  but  I  have  no  time. 
Ysabel  will  be  here  with  the  guard. 

PiQUiL.  And  my  twelve  hundred  ducats. 

ITiilip.  Two  thousand  if  you  get  me  out  of  this  cursed  hole  ! 

PiQUiL.  Two  thousand  !  Is  there  such  a  sum  ? — but  there’s 
your  wife  waiting  for  you. 

Philip.  She  must  wait.  I  must  be  off — quick  ! 

PiQUiL.  What  a  husband !  he  is  always  escaping  from  his 
wife,  (aside.)  He  seems  to  have  changed  his  voice  since  I  left 
him. 

Philip.  Come,  quick,  fellow — which  is  my  road  ? 

PiQUiL.  ’Tis  straight  down  the  mountain ;  you  can’t  mis¬ 
take  it,  for  you  will  be  sure  to  meet  the  princess  and  her 
guard — you  can’t  help  it. 

Philip.  Is  there  no  other  road? 
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Act  2. 


PiQUiL.  There  is  the  river.  I  have  a  boat,  and  if  it  is  not 
half  full  of  water,  you  can — ^but  I  will  go  and  see.  {goes — re- 
turns.)  You  said  two  thousand  ducats  ? 

Philip.  Ay,  fool !  Go.  Exit  Piquillo,  ii.  o.  f. 


Enter  Manuel,  l.  2  e. 

Philip,  {crosses  to  r.)  Discovered — betrayed  at  such  a  mo¬ 
ment  !  Who  could  have  despatched  yonder  fellow  to  the 
Princess  ? 

Japiiet.  {appears  at  ivindow.)  Your  highness. 

Philip.  Ah!  Don  Japliet!  Twas  he — the  traitor!  Not  a 
doubt  of  it. 

Japiiet.  We  are  in  danger,  prince. 

Philip.  He  shall  pay  for  it. 

Japiiet.  A  party  of  the  guards,  surrounding  the  litter  of  the 
princess,  are  advancing  along  the  road  that  leads  to  the  mill. 

Philip.  How  innnocent  he  is  ! 

Japiiet.  I  entreat  your  highness  to  consider  my  character. 
If  it  was  only  suspected  {comes  down.)  that  I  had  been  aiding 
you  in  such  an  adventure,  what  would  the  princess  say  ? 

Philip.  Well  played,  Don  Japhet.  The  move  has  succeeded 
— but  I  am  not  checkmated  yet. 

Japiiet.  Checkmated? 

Philip.  Do  you  think  I  have  been  blind  enough  not  to  see 
through  your  game?  I  know  your  secret  in  spite  of  your 
well-played  innocence — 

Japiiet.  How  ?  {aside.)  I  am  betrayed  1  Who  has  told 
you — 

Philip.  He  in  whom  you  confided. 

Japhet.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Philip.  But  my  vengeance  is  at  hand, 

Officer,  {without.)  Halt  I 

Philip.  The  princess  I  and  that  rascal  not  returned.  I  am 
lost  I 

Manuel,  (aside  to  him.,  l.)  Not  quite  if  you  will  trust  me. 

Philip.  Ha  I  (aside.,  l.  c.)  Who  are  you? 

Manuel.  What  matters  it,  so  that  I  save  you?  Come: 
{opening  door  3  e.  l.  h.)  by  this  door  you  can  reach  the  moun¬ 
tain  pass,  and  so  return  to  the  village. 

Philip.  Thanks ! — thanks  I 

Exit  Manuel  leading  Philip  off.,  l.  3  e. 

Japhet.  I  am  very  uncomfortable  about  my  wife — now  that 
my  marriage  is  discovered.  The  tone  of  the  prince’s  voice  has 
made  me  feel  very  uneasy — he  means  mischief — To  think  that 
hlanuel  should  betray  my  confidence. 
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Re-enter  Piquillo,  door  in  R. 

PiQUiL.  (r.)  ’Tis  of  no  use.  There  is  no  retreat ;  for  here 
comes  the  princess  and  her  suite. 

Japhet.  (l.)  ]My  good  man,  whoever  you  are — 

PiQUiL.  Hollo !  so  you  have  got  another  voice  ? 

Japhet.  Conceal  me  somewhere — anywhere.  Where  shall 
I  get? 

PiQUiL.  Get  ?  Get  into  your  wife’s  room. 

Japhet.  hly  wife’s  room  !  AVhere  ? 

PiQUiL.  There!  (r.) 

Japhet.  Where? 

PiQuiL.  There! 

Japhet.  My  wife  in  tliis  mill?  Ah  !  a  horrid  suspicion  de¬ 
vours  me. 

PiQUiL.  Did  you  not  give  me  six  hundred  ducats  to  arrange 
the  whole  affair,  and  fifty  more  to  be  at  hand  in  case  you  wanted 
assistance  ?  and  haven’t  you  been  alone  with  her  for  the  last 
half  hour  ? 

Japhet.  I  see  it  all.  I  am — I  am — oh !  there  is  not  the 
slightest  doubt  of  it.  But  where  is  she  ? 

PiQUiL.  There,  {points  r.  2  e.) 

Japhet.  Rosina  !  {runs  in  r.  2  e.) 

PiQUiL.  Rosina — no,  Giralda !  Tliis  fellow  changes  his 
voice  in  the  most  wonderful  manner  ;  but  that  is  no  affair  of 
mine. 

Enter  Giralda,  l.  2  e.  And^  at  the  same  moment^  Guards 

with  torches^  r.  d.  in  F. 

Giralda !  why  your  husband  is  seeking  you  in  a  frantic  manner. 

Giral.  My  husband?  Where  is  he? 

PiQUiL.  There — in  your  bed  chamber. 

Giral.  There  !  {crosses  to  r.  2  e.) 

Enter  Ysabel,  Lords,  Pages,  Guards,  and  Peasants, 

R.  d.  in  jlat. 

Ysabel.  {c.)  What  means  this  report  which  has  reached  us 
to  disturb  our  devotions?  We  hear  of  a  plot  against  the 
sacred  life  and  person  of  the  prince  ;  that  he  has  been  drawn  to 
this  spot  by  treachery  and  has  been  in  peril. 

Giral.  Your  higlmess  has  been  deceived.  No  prince  has 
been  here  to-night. 

Ysabel.  Disperse,  gentlemen — let  the  mill  be  searched. 

Exit  Nobles  afid  Guards  zcith  torches^  2  and  3  e.  d.  l.  h. 
{aside.)  Can  it  be  possible  that  this  is  some  love  adventui'e  ? 
and  he  is  betrayed  by  a  jealous  rival  I  We  shall  see. 
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Enter  Nobles,  l. 

No  signs  of  Don  Philip?  lias  every  room  been  searched? 
No — yonder  room,  {points  n.  2  e.^ 

Giral.  This,  madam,  is  my  bed-chamber. 

Ysabel.  No  matter. 

Giral.  I  beseech — I  assure  your  highness  there  is  no  one 
there  but — 

Ysabel.  Why  should  you  hesitate  ?  You  grow  pale — your 
looks  betray  your  treachery !  Stand  away  from  the  door,  girl ! 
Gentlemen — your  duty ;  search  the  room.  ’Tis  there  Don 
Philip  is  detained. 

Enter  Don  Philip,  r.  d.  f.,  as  Nobles  are  going. 

All.  The  prince ! 

Ysabel.  Thank  Heaven !  I  am  deceived. 

Philip,  (r.  c.)  I  was  aroused  by  a  movement  in  the  village, 
and  looking  forth,  I  saw  your  litter  surrounded  by  the  guards 
ascending  the  mountain.  Fearing  some  design,  I  hastened 
after  you  and  find  you  in  this  place. 

Ysabel.  They  told  me  that  your  life  was  in  danger;  that 
you  were  here  in  this  mill. 

Philip.  I  here  ? — the  idea !  Who  so  deceived  your  high¬ 
ness? 

Ysabel.  Who  brought  this  message? 

Nobles,  (l.)  This  man.  {pushing  Piquillo  forward.') 

PiQUiL.  (l.^  Oh,  yes — I  brought  it. 

Ysabel.  And  who  sent  you  ? 

PiQUiL.  Who  ?  Oh — a — the  husband  of  my  wife. 

Ysabel.  But  that  husband,  fellow,  is  yourself. 

PiQUiL.  Well,  it  does  sound  so  ;  but  see  how  one  may  be  de¬ 
ceived  !  I  was  persuaded  to  give  up  my  place  to  him,  which 
I  did. 

Ysabel.  And  where  is  this  mysterious  person  ? 

PiQUiL.  There — ^in  my — his  wife’s  chamber. 

Y’'sabel.  There? 

Philip.  Oho! 

Ysabel.  Giralda  I 

Giral.  (r.)  I  confess  it,  madam. 

Ysabel.  His  name  ? 

Giral.  I — I — I  don’t  exactly  know  it,  please  you ;  but  I  do 
know  that  his  only  dread  was  that  your  highness  should  disco¬ 
ver  our  marriage. — He  feared  your  anger.  Oh,  madam,  pardon 
for  him. 

Ysabel.  Let  us  first  see  this  rebel. 
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Giral.  I — ^beseech — no,  no !  (Don  Philip  passes  her  over 
to  L.  II.,  the  Nobles  cross  and  go  off^  r.  h.  2  e.) 

Ysabel.  Now  to  discover  this  Lothario. 

Enter  Don  Japhet  and  Nobles,  r.  2  e. 

All.  Don  Japhet ! 

Ysabel.  ("l.  c.)  ^\Tiat  is  this  we  see — Don  Japhet !  can  it 
be  possible?  But  beware  how  you  deceive  us.  You  are 
married  ? 

Japhet.  (r.)  Your  highness  ! 

Philip,  (r.  c.)  Secretly  married — 

Japhet.  Your  grace — your  highness,  deign  to  listen  to  me. 

Ysabel.  He  confesses. 

Japhet.  I — I — must — 

Philip.  Ha,  Don  J aphet !  Check  !  (aside  to  him.)  You  see 
the  game  is  not  played  out  yet. 

Japhet.  (aside.)  I  shall  receive  no  quarter. 

Ysabel.  Chance  has  betrayed  to  us  your  wife. 

Japhet.  My  wife  !  Where? 

Ysabel.  Here !  (pointing  to  Giralda.) 

Japhet.  That ! 

Philip.  That ! 

Japhet.  (aside.)  I  am  saved!  (aloud.)  Yes,  madam — yes, 
princess,  ’tis  she.  (crosses  back  to  r.,  and  aside.)  Check  to  you, 
your  highness  1 

PiQUiL.  ('l.)  Well,  he  is  an  ugly  man  !  and  perfectly  right 
to  hide  his  face. 

Ysabel.  Don  Japhet,  to-morrow  we  will  look  farther  into 
this  affair  ;  but  you  must  conduct  your  bride  home  to  Santiago 
to-night. 

Japhet.  Conduct  my  bride?  I  bow  to  your  highness’s 
decree. 

Ysabel.  To  a  home  more  befitting  her  rank.  We,  gentle¬ 
men,  return  to  the  village.  •'  Come,  Don  Philip. 

(the  Prince  and  Princess  exit.,  r.  h  d  f.,  preceded  by 
torches  and  Guards,  and  followed  by  torches.,  Guards, 
Nobles,  Peasants. — Stage  dark. 

Japhet.  Now,  my  angel  1 

Giral.  (gazing  on  him.)  No,  no,  it  cannot  be — no. 

Enter  Manuel,  l.  3  e.,  muffled  in  cloak. 

PiQUiL.  (r. — touching  Japhet’s  elbow.)  I  beg  to  jog  your 
memory :  that  little  commission  I  did  for  you — twelve  hun- 
di’ed  ducats. 

Japhet.  (r.  c.)  Another  time,  fellow.  Send  in  your  bill. 

(pushes  PiQuiLLO  out  door  in  flat.,  r. 
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Act  3. 

Manuel,  (l. — aside  to  her.)  “Love  and  night.” 

Giral.  (l.  c. — turning.)  Ah!  (lie  kisses  her.) 

Manuel.  Hush  1  (pleading  her  up  stage  and  silently  across  to 

R.  2e.) 

Japiiet.  (coming  down  r.)  Eh?  Now,  fairest  of  wood 
nymphs,  I  am  yours,  (lie  endeavours  to  find  her.,  and  is  in  amaze¬ 
ment  at  her  disaj^pearance.  Piquillo  raises  trap.,  into  which 
Don  Japiiet  half  falls.) 

END  OF  ACT  THE  SECOND. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE. — The  Palace  at  Santiago.  Arched  entrance  centre 
with  a  flight  of  marble  steps  to  a  garden.  Doors.,  r.  1  E.  and 
L.  1  E. ;  tables  and  chairs.,  R.  and  l. 

Ysabel  discovered  at  table  R.,  reading. 

Enter  a  Page,  q.  from  l. 

Page.  Madam,  Don  Manuel  begs  to  be  admitted  to  your 
presence. 

Ysabel.  I  will  receive  him.  Exit  Page,  l.  c. 

Enter  Don  Manuel,  c.from  l. 

You  have  requested  an  audience,  Manuel.  Had  you  not 
sought  me,  I  should  have  sent  for  you.  You  have  attained  the 
age  necessary  for  admission  to  the  Holy  Military  Order  of  which 
I  hope  one  day  to  make  you  Grand  blaster. 

Manuel,  (l.)  I  have  heard  your  generous  purpose.  But 
will  not  such  an  honour  make  enemies  for  me  ?  There  are 
so  many  more  deserving — 

Ysabel.  None.  Do  you  know  the  condition  which  accom¬ 
panied  the  sovereign  mercy  which  spared  your  life  ? 

Manuel.  A  condition  ? 

Ysabel.  That  you  should  be  the  last  of  your  race — that 
in  you  the  name  should  be  extinguished.  That  your  life  should 
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be  vowed  to  celibacy,  and  to  the  noble  order  of  which  I  trust 
you  will  become  the  pride. 

Manuel.  I  assure  your  highness  I  am  unfitted  for  so  res¬ 
ponsible  an  office.  My  heart  is  not  sufficiently  detached 
from  worldly — 

Ysabel.  You  are  modest,  Manuel.  I  would  that  aU  on 
whom  we  confer  honours  were  but  half  as  worthy  of  them.  No 
more — you  have  heard  my  wiU.  (i'ises.)  I  will  hsten  to  no  more 
objections.  And  now,  have  you  reflected  on  that  mysterious 
adventure  of  Don  Japhet? 

Manuel.  Mysterious,  indeed ! 

Ysabel.  Is  it  credible  that  the  blood  of  a  Spanish  noble 
could  stoop  to  an  alliance  with  a  peasant  girl  ? 

Manuel.  But  Giralda,  madam,  is  the  daughter  of  a  pros¬ 
cribed  hidalgo. 

Ysabel.  You  seem  to  look  with  great  interest  upon  the 
damsel,  Manuel  ? 

Manuel.  I? — my  liege,  I — I?  No,  no  ;  but  her  fate  is  so 
like  my  own — the  last  of  a  noble  and  almost  extinct  race. 

Ysabel.  Since  she  thus  attracted  your  notice,  did  you  ob¬ 
serve  that  Don  Pliilip  accorded  her  much  of  his  attention  ? 

Manuel,  Can  your  bigness  suspect — 

Ysabel.  So  much  so  that  I  have  determined  that  she  shall 
not  enter  my  court. 

INIanuel.  Believe  me,  madam,  whatever  trivial  notice  it  may 
have  pleased  his  highness  to  bestow,  Giralda  is  too  good,  too 
virtuous  to  raise  her  eyes — 

Ysabel.  Again  !  you  are  quite  eloquent  in  her  praise. 

Enter  Pages,  c.  from  l. 

Manuel.  His  highness  !  and  very  apropos. 

Enter  Don  Philip,  c.  from  l. 

Philip,  (c.)  Ha,  ha  !  the  devil  will  turn  nun  next.  Pardon 
me,  Ysabel,  but  there  is  one  of  your  maids  of  honour,  of  a  most 
sparkling  wit — ( aside.') — aided  by  a  pair  of  eyes  hke  a  serpent’s 
— the  minx ! 

Ysabel.  (r.)  Which  of  my  women  is  so  fortunate  as  to 
please  your  highness  ? 

Philip.  Little  Rosina  de  Pontevedra. 

Ysabel.  A  forward  cliild.  How  can  your  highness  en¬ 
courage  her  ? 

Philip.  Not  I,  faith,  (aside.)  She  encourages  me  !  (aloud.) 
Ah !  Don  Manuel — accept  my  congratulations  on  yoiu*  new 
honour !  I  know  not  how  it  may  be  with  others,  but  were  I 
to  make  avow  against  the  sex — 
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Ysabel.  Don  Philip  !  (seats  herself  at  table  r.) 

Philip.  I’d  break  it  over  the  first  cup  of  malaga  that  awoke 
my  better  sense. 

Manuel,  (aside  to  Don  Philip.)  Your  highness,  that  is 
just  my  case !  (to  himself.)  but  I  have  broken  the  vow  before  I 
have  taken  it.  (gets  round  to  r.  h.) 

Japiiet.  (^without.,  c.)  Put  the  fellow  out ! 

PiQUiLLO.  (without.^  c.)  Do  you  consider  yourself  a  gentle¬ 
man  ? 

They  appear  c.from  L. 

Japhet.  Will  you  force  yourself  into  the  presence  of  her 
highness  ? 

PiQuiL.  I’ll  have  my  twelve  hundred  ducats  ! 

Japhet.  Hush ! 

Ysabel.  Ah !  the  miller  of  yesterday’s  adventure — let  him 
approach. 

Japhet.  The  fellow  is  not  in  a  fit  state  to  intrude  upon  your 
highness. 

Ysabel.  Come  hither,  sirrah ! 

PiQUiL.  (pushing  Don  Japhet  aside.,  and  advancing  c.) 
Good  morning,  m-u-um !  (nods  to  Manuel,  r.,  and  Don 
Philip,  l.)  How  do  you  do? — how  are  you?  I  hope  your 
jaunt  into  the  mountains,  ma’am,  last  night,  has  not  hurt  your 
noble  health  ? 

Ysabel.  AVe  wish  to  question  you  further  touching  the  mys¬ 
terious  circumstances  attending  the  village  wedding. 

PiQUiL.  Your  highness  is  right — it  is  mysterious.  If  I  told 
you  aU,  I  couldn’t  expect  you  to  believe  it :  I  can’t  believe  it 
myself — I’ve  tried  hard  to. 

Japhet.  (l.  c.)  This  rascal  is  some  mountebank  hired  to 
deceive  your  highness  ;  a  swindler — 

PiQUiL.  Swindler  !  AVhere’s  my  twelve  hundred  ducats  ? 

Ysabel.  Go  on,  sirrah  ;  and  remember,  for  those  who  trifle 
with  Ysabel  of  Arragon  there  are  the  dungeons  of  the  Inquisi¬ 
tion. 

PiQUiL.  ]\Iay  it  please  you — I  can’t  say  whether  he  whom  I 
accuse  is  a  sorceror  or  the  devil  in  person,  but  he  has  three 
.  forms  that  I  will  swear  to.  The  first  was  a  clever-spoken,  open- 
handed  young  devil  —  (“six  hundred  ducats — here’s  fifty 
there”) — a  perfect  gentleman.  He  wheedles  me  out  of  my 
wife  with  a  voice  I  should  recognise  amongst  a  thousand. 

Manuel,  (r. — aside.)  Would  he  so?  then  I  am  dumb  or  I 
shall  betray  myself. 

PiQuiL.  On  my  return  from  the  message  he  sent  me  with  to 
your  highness,  I  find  my  liberal  substitute  with  another  voice 
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— “Fool!” — alluding  to  me — “Fool!  quick! — ^by  which  road 
can  I  escape  ?  ”  I  shall  never  forget  that  proud  way  of  calling 
“Fool !” — alluding  to  me — 

Philip,  (l.)  This  fellow  must  not  hear  my  voice  or  he 
might  recognise  it. 

PiQUiL.  And  when  I  come  to  claim  my  twelve  hundred 
ducats — honestly  gained,  he  claps  me  on  a  third  voice  ;  and  if 
his  first  two  forms  are  as  ugly  as  the  third,  Giralda  has  not  got 
much  to  choose. 

Japhet.  You  hear,  madam?  Was  there  ever  such  an  im¬ 
pudent  impostor  ?  AUow  me  to  send  him  to  the  pillory. 

Ysabel.  {rises — ^o'Don  Philip.)  What  says  the  prince — 
do  you  credit  this  fellow’s  tale  ? 

PiQUiL.  (n.  c.)  He  does — don’t  you,  sir? 

Philip,  (l. — wisely.)  Hum — ^hum — hum  ! 

Y^’sabel.  You  doubt  its  veracity,  as  I  do? 

Philip,  {doubtjully .')  Hum  ! 

Ysabel.  {crosses  to  n.)  What  say  yow,  Manuel?  Ought 
we  to  deal  with  tliis  fellow  as  an  impostor  ? 

Manuel,  (r. — disapprovingly.')  N — oh — oh — um  ! 

Ysabel.  You  think  Don  Japhet  has  deceived  us? 

Manuel,  {negatively.)  Oh — oh  ! 

Ysabel.  {crosses  to  l.)  Then  it  must  be  the  other. 

Philip,  {in  doubt.)  Hum  ! 

Ysabel.  {crosses  to  r.)  It  is  certainly  most  mysterious. 

Manuel.  Ah ! 

Ysabel.  (c.)  But  you  need  not  treat  it  as  if  it  were  an 
affair  of  state,  upon  which  your  opinions  had  to  be  weighed  ere 
uttered.  However,  let  this  man  be  arrested,  until  we  satisfy 
ourselves  of  his  veracity.  Don  Pliilip,  issue  the  necessary  or¬ 
ders.  {seats  herself  at  table.,  l.) 

Philip.  Eh — eh  ?  Oh — oh  !  Ahem  !  (crosses  to  Manuel — 
aside.)  Manuel,  be  good  enough  to  see  to  this — give  the  order. 

Manuel,  (aside  to  Philip.)  I — I — I  give  an  order  in  the 
presence  of  your  highness  ? 

Ysabel.  Don  Philip,  did  you  hear  ? 

Philip,  {aside  to  her.)  Yes,  but  I  was  thinking  I  might  in¬ 
duce  this  peasant  to  confess,  and — (speaks  in  dumb  show.) 

Manuel,  {aside  to  Piquillo,  r.,  and  slipping  a  purse  in  his 
hand.)  Here  are  your  ducats. 

PiQUiL.  Ah ! 

Manuel.  Hush  !  or  you  are  lost. 

PiQuiL.  (aside.)  That  voice !  Oh,  Giralda ! 

Ysabel.  It  may  be  so. 

Philip,  (comes  down  l.  c.,  and  slipping  a  purse  in  his  hand.) 
Not  a  word,  or  you  die.  {crosses  to  l.) 


s- 

» 

1 


• 


A 


t 


t. 


/ 


I 


if  .  . 

t 

w  4 


I 


L 


,1*. 

I'f  2  •  .  , 


t 


1 


# 


^  -  . 


y' 


I  * 


^  \ 


Act  3.  GIUALDA.  29 

PiQUiL.  (c.)  Oh!  that’s  the  second!  (counting — Manuel, 
R.,  Philip,  l.,  and  Japhet  at  hack,  l.)  One — two — three  ! 

Ysabel.  Do  you  still  persist  in  your  story  ? 

PiQuiL.  Eh?  (MxnifVKL  and  Don  Viiiuv  sign  to  him.') 

Ysabel.  These  throe  voices — do  they  still  exist? 

PiQUiL.  Well — hum — hum — hum  ! 

Ysabel.  (rises.)  This  is  too  much  ! 

Enter  Page,  l.  ii.  d. 

Page.  The  ladies  of  the  bed-chamber  attend  the  toilette  of 
her  Royal  Highness — 

Ysabel.  Don  hlanuel,  let  this  man  be  secured.  (Manuel 
goes  up  and  beckons  on  the  Guard,  c.)  We  will  se6  if  he  can¬ 
not  be  made  to  speak,  or  if  my  authority  is  naught.  Don 
Philip,  you  go  with  us. 

Philip.  I  follow,  (kisses  her  hand.')  A  most  unpenetrable 
affaii’. 

Ysabel.  Away  with  him !  Exit  Ysabel  and  Page,  l,  d. 

Manuel,  (aside.)  I  must  secure  his  silence,  (to  Piquillo.) 
Fear  notliiiig — I  am  your  friend. 

(Guard  turn  and  march ;  Piquillo  recovers  from  his  fright, 
and  takes  Manuel’s  arm,  who  laughs.  Piquillo  goes  out 
jauntily  with  him  and  Guard,  c.  and  l. 

Philip,  (l.^  Ha,  ha  !  Well,  Don  Japhet,  now  the  game  is 
played  out,  I  confess  you  did  outmanoeuvre  me.  I  never  sus¬ 
pected  that  your  wife  was  my  village  beauty.  And  I  must 
own  that  was  a  great  stroke  of  policy  of  yours  in  sending  for 
the  princess. 

Japhet.  (r.)  /send — 

Philip.  Oh,  you  need  not  deny  it.  It  was  a  legitimate  defence 
in  your  position — and  well  played.  I  was  hit — egad !  and 
what  an  escape !  I  managed  that  well,  eh  ?  But  now  ’tis 
past — I  give  up  the  chase — you  may  calm  your  fears.  The 
truth  is — hist !  I  may  tell  you,  as  I  am  sure  you  will  foster  this 
weakness — I  am  in  love  elsewhere. 

Japhet.  No? 

Philip.  Yes — a  most  provoking,  enticing  little  devil ! 

Japhet.  Ay,  ay. 

Philip.  One  of  the  maids  of  honour. 

Japhet.  Oh !  (uneasy.) 

Philip.  You  know  her  well,  and  may  aid  me — 

Japhet.  I  know  her  ? 

Philip.  Kosina  de  Pontevedra. 

Japhet.  (aside.)  My  wife !  (aloud.)  But  your  highness  can 
never  hope — 

Philip.  Oh,  don’t  I. 
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Japhet.  a  lady  of  such  rigid  virtue— 

Philip.  Huni — ^huml 
Japhet.  Eh? 

Philip.  Not  so  very — 

Japhet.  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that — 

Philip.  She  has  given  me  most  flattering  encouragement : 
And  as  I  know  you  will  feel  it  your  interest  to  cultivate  any 
passion  which  will  detach  me  from  Giralda,  here  is  a  letter  I 
have  written — you  will  undertake  to  deliver  it  ? 

Japhet.  I? 

Philip.  It  cannot  compromise  you — ^it  has  neither  name  nor 
address. 

Japhet.  I ! — I  convey  a — I — ^be  the  means — oh ! — 

Philip.  No  matter.  I  will  find  somebody  else  that  wiU. 
Japhet.  No,  I — I’U  take  it.  (aside.^  That  would  be  worst 
of  all. 

Philip.  Here  it  is.  (gives  it.)  Conceal  it — here  is  the  prin¬ 
cess  ! 


Enter  Ysabel,  l.  door. 


Ysabel.  Ah,  Don  Philip,  ’tis  well  you  are  here.  Could  it  be 
believed — 

Philip,  ("l.)  What  has  thus  moved  your  highness  ? 

Ysabel.  Unparallell’d  scandal!  how  can  I  find  words  to 
tell  you  ?  I  was  at  my  toilette  ;  my  mind  was  still  disturbed 
about  the  story  of  the  miU,  and  I  was  repeating  it  to  my 
maids  of  honour.  When  I  came  to  the  discovery  of  Don 
Japhet’s  marriage,  what  think  you  occurred  ? 

Japhet.  (r. — aside.)  I  guess. 

Ysabel.  One  of  my  attendants  grew  pale — ay,  pale  as  yon¬ 
der  villain  is  now — and  fell  fainting  at  my  feet :  ’twas  Rosina  de 
Pontevedra. 

Japhet.  (aside.)  I  knew  it. 

Ysabel.  The  girl  confesses  that  three  months  ago  she  was 
secretly  united  to  that  same  Don  Japhet  who  yesterday  vilely 
deceived  that  poor  peasant  girl  with  a  false  marriage. 

Philip.  Rosina  his  wife !  (aside.)  And  my  letter  which  I 
gave  him  for  her — 

Ysabel.  Ay,  you  may  well  look  horror-struck.  Here,  then, 
is  the  mystery  unveiled. 

Philip.  Oh,  Don  Japhet — oh,  oh  ! 

Ysabrl.  It  was  to  conceal  the  crime  of  bigamy  that  ho 
dared  to  deceive  us,  and  to  stand  there,  as  he  did  but  now,  and 
hear  us  fooled  and  mystified. 

Japhet.  Deign  to  listen,  dread  princess — 

Ysabel.  Silence !  (strikes  bell  on  table  h.) 


rf‘  r 


f 


\ 


r:l 


•  A 


.  si .  -  •  —  .r*,/  t 

.'vi.* .  t.  . 

.4.,  i.  . .  a  -* 

i.  ?'3»^  •  -.'7.'. 

- -  #T  4** 

c.:.-.  i.?  ^?aft  ' 

I  \ 


Act 


GIRALDA. 


31 


Enter  Manuel  and  Lords,  c.from  l. 

Bigamy  ! — ^bigamy  in  the  court  of  Ysabel  of  Arragon !  Don 
Manuel  de  Calvedos,  Grand  Master  of  Santiago,  the  Marquis 
of  Atocha  is  your  prisoner. 

Japuet.  Madam ! 

Ysabel.  Conduct  him  to  the  dungeons  of  the  Inquisition  : 
let  the  sacred  order  decide  upon  his  fate,  (sits  at  table  r.  c.J 

Jafhet.  Burnt — burnt  alive  for  a  crime  I  have  never  com¬ 
mitted  ! 

Ysabel.  You  dare  to  deny  it  still  ? 

Japhet.  Certainly,  since  the  truth  is  out,  I  may  as  well 
confess  that  I  am  married  to  Rosina.  She  is  my  wife — my  onl^ 
wife.  The  blood  of  the  Atochas  was  never  debased  by  uniting 
itself  with  the  plebian  puddle  of  a  peasant  girl — never  ! 

Ysabel.  But  you  confessed  it  last  night  in  the  mill. 

Philip.  You  even  conveyed  her  in  your  carriage  to  this  town, 
alone. 

Japhet.  Your  highnesses,  I  confess  it  does  look  like  a  case ; 
but  if  Giralda  were  here — 

Ysabel.  She  is — 

Japhet.  Here? 

Ysabel.  Ay,  sir ;  ready  to  confront  and  confound  you. 
— (strikes  hell  on  table  l.) 

Enter  Page,  l.  d. 

Conduct  hither  the  lady  that  waits  in  my  chamber. 

Exit  Page,  l.  door. 

Japhet.  Very  good.  She  will  exculpate  me ;  she  will  attest 
that  I  have  but  one  wife  and  that  is  not  she. 

Re-enter  Page,  followed  by  Giralda  and  Ladies,  l.  door. 

Ysabel.  Advance,  senora  ;  we  wish  to  hear  from  your  own 
lips,  the  relation  of  what  has  taken  place  since  we  saw  you  in 
the  mill  last  night.  Did  you  not  accompany  Don  Japhet  to 
his  carriage? 

Giral.  I  did. 

Japhet.  Well,  yes ;  but  scarcely  had  we  performed  half  our 
journey  hither — just  where  the  road  traverses  a  forest  of  syca¬ 
mores — our  carriage  was  surrounded  by  a  score  of — of  masked 
brigands — a— a  score  at  least. 

Ysabel.  Is  this  the  truth  ? 

Giral.  It  may  be  so — I  only  saw  one. 

Japhet.  Naturally;  fear  restricted  her  senses — she  waa 
blinded  by  it.  One  of  the  rascals  shouted,  “  Giralda,  Don 
Japhet  is  an  imposter — he  is  not  your  husband  !”  while  the 
other — 
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Ysabel.  The  other? 

Japhet.  The  other — with  his  other  hand  he  held  a  dagger 
to  my  throat,  demanding  my  money  or  my — wife  ! 

Ysabel.  Well,  sir  ? 

Japhet.  Of  course  I  said — My  wife ;  so  they  dragged  me 
from  my  carriage,  flung  me  into  a  ditch,  and  away  went  the 
brigand  chief  with  yonder  lady — wlflle  I  made  my  way  hither 
on  foot. 

Ysabel.  Is  this  so  ? 

Giral.  Quite  true.  At  first  terror  seized  me  ;  but  when  I 
heard  the  voice  that  spoke  (too  well  remembered,)  my  fears  fled, 
for  I  recognised — 

Ysabel.  Whom  ? 

Giral.  My  husband.  How  happily  I  sat,  folded  to  liis 
heart.  My  only  fear  was,  that  it  must  be  a  dream,  winch  might 
be  broken ;  when  we  stopped  at  the  gates  of  the  palace,  he 
whispered,  “Here,  Giralda,  is  your  asylum;  under  the  pro¬ 
tection  of  Ysabel  of  Arragon  you  need  fear  nothing  ;  but  what¬ 
ever  may  happen,  be  sure  of  this — my  arm  will  ever  be  ready 
to  protect  you,  my  watchful  love  will  guard  you.”  Thus  saying, 
he  embraced  me  and  disappeared.  That’s  all,  senora. 

Philip,  (l.)  What  do  you  think  of  that,  my  lords? 

Giral.  Ah ! — that  voice — 

Ysabel.  What  surprises  you? 

Giral.  Nothing,  madam.  I  imagined  I  heard  a  voice  like 
that — last  night. 

Ysabel.  What  voice  ? 

Giral.  on  Don  Philip.)  I  must  have  been  mistaken. 

Manuel,  (r.)  It  is  excusable — 

Giral.  Oh  ! — Who’s  that  ?  (turns  to  Manuel.^ 

Manuel.  I  observed  that  in  her  present  state — 

Giral.  That  voice  !  Can  I  mistake — 

Ysabel.  Again !  Every  man’s  voice  seems  to  produce  a 
most  extraordinary  effect — 

Giral.  In  my  position,  senora,  how  can  I  help — 

Ysabel.  True.  Don  Japhet,  you  are  restored  to  our  con¬ 
fidence  ;  and  to  deserve  our  entire  forgiveness,  you  must  aid  me 
in  discovering  this  invisible  husband,  (aside  to  him.)  My  sus¬ 
picions  revert  to  the  prince. — You  will  return  to  the  village  and 
collect  every  information,  (seats  herself  at  table  l.) 

Japhet.  (aside.)  And  leave  Don  Philip  with  my  wife? 
The  devil ! 

Giral.  Oh,  if  my  heart  is  to  be  believed,  it  is  he.  There  he 
is,  as  I  have  dreamed — better,  handsomer  than  I  could  have 
pictured  him.  And  yet  he  does  not  even  look  at  me.  Senor 
— my  lord  !  (to  IVIanuel.) 
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Manuel,  (r.  c.)  Senora ! 

Giral.  I  wished  only,  with  the  greatest  respect,  to  ask  you 
if — if  you  are  quite  sure — 

Manuel.  Well? 

Giral.  That  you  are  not — not — 

Manuel.  Not  what  ? 

Giral.  Ah,  true  !  I  forgot  the  signal. 

Manuel,  (aside.)  The  princess  is  watching  us.  {aloud.) 
WeU,  senora? 

Giral.  I  have  one  word — no,  two  words,  which  I  heard 
yesterday,  and  wliichyou  may  be  able  to  explain  to  me — “  Love 
and  night.” 

Manuel,  {after  a  pause.)  Proceed. 

Giral.  Proceed ! 

Manuel.  What  else? 

Giral.  ( aside.)  What  else  ?  Oh,  I  can’t  do  it !  Suppose 
it  should  not  be  he. 

Enter  Page,  r.  n. 

Page.  The  cardinal  awaits  her  highness  in  the  chapel. 

Ysabel,  (rises.)  The  cardinal?  My  lords,  vespers.  Don 
Philip,  will  you  partake  our  devotions  ? 

Philip.  1  will  await  your  highness  here. 

Ysabel.  {aside.)  Confirmation  of  my  doubts.  ’Tis  for  her 
that  he  remains,  {aloud.)  Don  Manuel ! 

Manuel.  Senora ! 

Ysabel.  While  I  am  engaged  with  his  eminence,  do  not 
quit  the  presence  of  Giralda  for  a  single  moment.  If  she  re¬ 
quires  protection,  I  leave  it  to  your  ingenuity  to  do  me  good 
,  service. 

Manuel.  I  wiU  be  faithful. 

Ysabel.  (aloud.)  Don  Japhet,  my  missal. 

Japhet.  Ah,  an  idea  !  Don  Philip’s  letter  to  my  wife — no 
time  is  to  be  lost,  (takes  the  missal  from  l.  tahle.,  and  places 
letter  in  it — then  hands  it  to  Ysabel.) 

Ysabel.  Come,  gentlemen. 

Exit.,  followed  hy  the  Lords,  r.  d. — Don  Japhet  goes  ojf 
chuckling,  c.  and  l. 

Philip,  (r.)  Well,  Don  Manuel,  do  I  guess  aright — you  are 
placed  here  on  guard — eh  ? 

Manuel,  (c. — homing.)  A  guard  of  ^onowr. 

Philip.  Good.  But  what  say  you  to  this  new  feature  in  the 
adventure — this  invisible  husband,  who  plays  the  sentinel  to 
the  girl  ?  I  think  we  may  safely  consider  that  he  is  asleep  on 
his  post  at  this  moment. 

Manuel.  I  would  not  have  yoirr  highness  be  too  sure  of  that. 
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Philip.  And  while  he  deserts  his  duty,  it  were  a  fair  turn — 
to  play  the  fellow  a  trick. 

Manuel.  Your  highness — 

Philip.  How  lovely  she  looks !  (c7’osses  to  c.) 

Manuel.  Consider  the  danger — 

Philip.  Pshaw !  Manuel — if  you  love  me,  take  a  walk  in 
the  garden. 

Manuel.  The  orders  of  the  princess — 

Philip.  I  understand.  Then,  there’s  a  table ;  take  a  map, 
or  read,  or  study  the  ceiling.  At  all  events — hear,  see,  and  say 
nothing.  (Manuel  sits  r.  h.^ 

Giral.  (aside.)  Can  I  be  mistaken  ?  Is  it  not  my  husband  ? 

Philip.  Now,  fair  one,  why  should  you  cast  away  a  thought 
upon  one  who  conceals  liimself,  who  dares  not  risk  his  paltry 
life  for  such  a  prize  as  you  are  ?  By  Our  Lady  I  the  fellow 
deserves  that  you  should  give  him  a  lesson. 

Giral.  He  does,  indeed. — To  leave  me  here  unprotected. 

Philip.  Yes,  my  angel,  he  values  his  own  safety  more  than 
yours.  But  here  beside  you,  braving  tenfold  danger,  you  be¬ 
hold  one,  whose  passion,  Giralda,  proves  its  sincerity. 

Giral.  Your  liighness  ! — What,  you  love  me  ? 

Philip.  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  (Manuel  stores 

Giral.  (aside.)  Ha  !  that  a  furious  glance — ’tis  he ! 

Philip.  Why  do  you  turn  your  eyes  from  me  ?  Repay  the 
base  churl  the  neglect  and  contempt  he  deserves  for  betraying 
a  jewel  he  is  imworthy  to  wear,  (putting  his  arm  round  her 
ivaist.) 

Manuel,  (coming  between  them.)  Hold  ! 

Enter  a  Page,  r.  d. 

Philip,  (who  attributes  ManueVs  action  to  the  Page''s  en- 
trayice — aside  to  him.)  Thanks  !  I  was  nearly  caught. 

Page.  A  letter  in  your  highness’s  handwriting  has  been 
found  by  her  highness  in  her  missal. 

Philip.  The  devil !  Don  Japhet  has  betrayed  me !  (to 
Giralda.)  Pardon,  senora,  one  moment,  (crossing  r.) 

Giral.  You  are  going  to  leave  me. 

Philip.  She  regrets  it.  (fo  Manuel.)  I  have  succeeded,  you 
see.  I  shall  not  be  gone  one  moment.  Continue  the  attack  for  me 
— don’t  let  her  heart  cool ;  you  understand  ?  How  the  de\dl 
shall  I  escape  from  this  new  misfortune? 

Exit.,  L.  D.,  loith  Page. — Giralda  crosses  to  r. 

Manuel,  (aside.)  She  reproaches  him  with  leaving  her — 
perfidious  girl !  (aloud.)  So,  senora,  and  it  is  thus  you  trifle 
with  the  name  you  bear  ? 


# 


« 


• 


•» 


m  ^  M  i* 


♦  N  ^ 


.  .  k:^ 


I 


I 

i 

K  • 

f- 

i 


#  V 


'4«  1 


i> 

.  %  « 


I* 


^  »r  • 


t**,  I 


f  •  <  • 


4* 


•r  % 


•f  *  •  t 


%  » • 

'♦ 


*  t  •  r 

f 


-4  I 


,1 


•  f  • 


’j%9 


GIRALDA. 


35 


Act  3. 


Giral.  (aside.^  He’s  jealous !  Oh,  if  I  had  only  thought  of 
this  expedient  before,  {aloud.')  Would  you  be  kind  enough  to 
tell  me  my  name — if  you  know  it — for  I  am  sure  I  don’t  ? 

hlANUEL.  The  temptation  of  seeing  a  prince  at  your  feet 
seduced  your  love  from  the  husband  who  so  adored  you  that 
he  has  risked  and  lost  all  for  your  sake. 

Giral.  My  husband !  To  whom  do  you  allude  ? 

Manuel.  Oh,  Giralda,  how  you  have  deceived  me  I 

Giral.  You — the  Grand  Master  of  Santiago  ? 

Manuel.  No,  Giralda,  that  dignity  never  shall  be  mine. — 
But  do  you  not  recognise  me  ?  ' 

Giral.  By  what  should  I  recognise  you? 

Manuel.  The  word — the  signal. 

Giral.  WeU? 

Manuel.  The  two  words — “  Love  and  night.” 

Giral.  Proceed — (sternly.,  and  then  playfully.) — proceed. 

Manuel.  I  will,  (kisses  her.) 

Giral.  Ah  !  ( embracing  him.)  I  have  him  at  last.  I  knew 
it  was  you — dear — dear  Manuel !  My  allowing  the  prince’s 
suit  was  but  to  excite  your  jealousy,  and  draw  from  you  this 
confession. — Forgive  me  ! 

Manuel.  Dear  Giralda,  how  could  I  doubt  you  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  ?  lam  yours,  yours  alone  ! 

Enter  Don  Philip,  r.  d. 


Philip.  Ho — there !  Is  that  the  way  you  keep  her  heart 
from  cooling  ? 

Manuel.  Pardon  me,  Don  Philip,  you  yourself  taught  me 
courage.  While  your  highness  made  love  to  Giralda,  the  in¬ 
visible  husband  kept  his  word  and  watched. 

Philip.  The  devil  he  did  I  Then  Ee  could  be  no  other 
than — 

Manuel.  Myself. 

Philip.  You? — you,  Manuel?  (aside.)  Decidedly  this  is  not 
my  fortunate  day. — Twice  have  I  engaged  the  husband  to  make 
love  for  me  to  his  own  wife. 

Manuel.  May  we  rely  on  your  intercession  with  the  prin¬ 
cess  ? 

Philip.  My  interest  at  court  just  now  is  somewhat  meagre. 
The  fact  is,  the  princess  has  just  found  a  letter  of  mine,  and  I 
am  at  this  moment  playing  an  ignoble  game  of  hide  and  seek 
with  her  jealous  highness.  So,  if  you  can  get  me  out  of  my 
scrape,  by  St.  Anthony  !  I’ll  pledge  my  word  to  get  you  out  ot 
yours.  I  am  at  my  wit’s  ends. 

•  Giral.  Trust  to  mine.  Manuel  shall  exculpate  you  and 


36 


6IEALDA. 


himself,  if  your  highness  will  promise  on  your  honour  as  a 
knight  never  again  to  require  services  in  such  a  cause. 

Philip.  I  pledge  my  word. 

Giral.  And  you  give  us  free  field  for  your  defence  ? 

Philip.  Carte  blanche  !  I  ever  thought  you  an  angel,  and  if 
you  save  me  now,  I  will  swear  to  it.  Pardon  my  thoughtless 
pursuit  of  you.  Q^laces  their  hands  together.^  You  are  worthy 
of  each  other.  (Kisses  her  forehead  as — 

Ysabel  enters^  r.  h. 

Ysabel.  Don  Philip ! 

Philip.  Ysabel !  (aside.')  Decidedly  my  evil  genius  is  in  the 
ascendant  to-day. 

Ysabel.  (showing  him  the  letter.)  Have  I  deserved  this, 
Phihp  ? 

Philip.  Your  highness  is  deceived.  I  do  not  deny — 

Manuel.  The  prince  denies  nothing,  madam. 

Ysabel.  What ! — Manuel,  do  you  defend  liim? 

Manuel.  Deign  to  hear  me.  His  highness  was  deeply  im¬ 
pressed  with  the  beauty  of  Giralda ;  and  during  the  night — 
accompanied  by  Don  Japhet,  it  is  true  that  he  ventured  to 
visit  Piquillo’s  mill. 

Philip,  (listening.,  l)  Death !  the  young  rascal  is  betray¬ 
ing  me ! 

Giral.  Hush  ! — you  gave  us  carte  blanche. 

Manuel.  He  met  Giralda,  but  was  foiled  in  his  purpose ; 
for  an  invisible  but  daring  protector  of  your  honour  was  present. 
Here,  in  this  place,  he  again  endeavoured  to  press  his  suit  with 
Giralda,  but  I — 

Ysabel.  You,  Manuel,  you — 

Manuel.  Yes,  my  liege — I,  Manuel,  followed  your  wayward 
husband,  guarding  him  against  himself  and  against  your  anger  ; 
but  at  the  last  moment,  when  at  the  feet  of  the  peasant  girl  he 
poured  out  his  eloquence  (alas  !  too  well) — ^how  did  I  rescue 
her  from  his  arms  ? 

Ysabel.  Ay,  how? 

Manuel.  I  saw  that  the  happiness  of  my  queen,  and  the 
honour  of  my  sovereign  was  at  stake — and  I  claimed  her  as 
my  wife. 

Ysabel.  Your  wife? 

Manuel.  There  was  no  other  way.  I  yielded  up  without  a 
sigh  the  honours  you  destined  for  me  ;  I  cast  myself  into  the 
gulph  which  yawned  before  your  happiness — it  closed  ;  you  are 
safe  and  I — am  married. 

Ysabel.  Manuel !  (giving  him  her  hand  to  salute.) 

Philip.  Cm'se  the  fellow  1  he  has  only  told  the  truth. 
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Giral.  You  never  would  have  thought  of  that,  would  you  ? 

Ysabel.  But  this  letter. 

Manuel.  Doubtless  intended  for  Giralda. 

Ysabel.  But  I,  his  wife,  have  been  liis  dupe ;  I  who 
have  left  nothing  undone  to  secure  his  love,  which  I  prize, 
alas  !  too  highly.  And  at  the  very  moment  I  was  tliinking  of 
his  happiness,  he  was  destroying  mine  ! 

Manuel.  Pardon  me,  madam;  you  must  do  more  than  think 
of  his  happiness — you  should  do  your  utmost  to  secure  it.  Your 
vigils  and  yoim  watchings  may  benefit  yow,  but  when  these  are 
carried  to  excess,  your  devotion  becomes  selfishness.  You  will 
forgive  my  freedom — have  I  offended  ? 

Ysabel.  No,  no,  Manuel ;  truth  can  be  no  offence  (offering 
her  hand.)  Philip,  we  have  both  much  to  forgive. 

Philip.  Ysabel,  say  no  more  ;  I  forgive  everything. 

Enter  Don  Japhet  and  Piquillo,  c.from  l. 

Japhet.  (l.)  Your  highness,  this  feUow  has  come  to 
confess — 

PiQUiL.  (r.)  Yes,  the  truth — the  whole  truth. 

Giral.  You  come  too  late,  Piquillo — for  the  truth  is  told 
already. 

Piquil.  Then  let  us  know  it — ^which  is  your  husband  ? 

Giral.  This,  (gives  her  hand  to 

Japhet.  Don  Manuel! 

Piquil.  Ah  I  she  had  a  narrow  escape  of  you,  hadn’t  she  ? 

Japhet.  The  Grand  Master — with  a  wife ! 

Piquil.  Yes,  and  Giralda  will  be  the  Grand  Mistress.  I 
think  I  had  best  have  married  her  after  all. 

Ysabel.  You  know  the  sacrifice  your  husband  has  made  for 
my  sake  ? 

Giral.  If  he  has  wedded  me  for  your  sake,  I  will  try  to  make 
him  love  me  for  my  own.  It  is  true  I  had  to  choose  him  in  the 
dark  ;  but  if  marriage  is  a  lottery — as  they  say  it  is — fortune  has 
guided  me  to  a  prize.  But  there  is  a  thing  I  should  like  to 
mention. — I’ve  had  no  wedding  day  yet ;  so  with  your  high¬ 
ness’s  permission,  we  will  have  that  all  over  again,  and  as  it 
should  be — by  daylight  this  time ;  and  I  will  pledge  my  faith 
to  him  who  has  already  won  my  heart,  as  my  protecting 
genius,  my  guardian  angel,  my  “  Invisible  Husband  1” 

B.  Piquil.  Man.  Giral.  Ysab.  Phil.  Japh.  l. 
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NEW  and  SCARCE  PLAYS, 

Now  on  Sale  by  T.  H,  Lacy,  and  by  order  of  all  Booksellers 


Abelard  and  Heloise  1  0 

Abon  Hassan  .  2  0 

Adrian  and  Orilla  ...  2  0 

A?nes  de  Vere  .  1  0 

AU  Baba,  or  a  Night 
with  the  40  Thieves  0  6 
All  at  Coventry,  8vo  0  6 

Armand . . .  1  0 

Bachelor’s  Torments  1  0 
Battle  of  Waterloo  ...  0  6 
Blanch  of  Navarre,  a 

Play  by  James .  1  0 

Bloomer  Costume  ...  0  6 
Borrowing  a  Husband  1  0 

Bride  of  Abydos .  2  0 

Bringing  Home  the 

Bride  . 0  6 

Brother  and  Sister ...  1  6 
Burmese  War  (The)  0  6 

Cadi  ( opera ) .  1  0 

Camaralzaman,  a 
Fairy  Drama,  by 

James  .  0  6 

Carnival  of  Naples  ...  1  0 

Casco  Bayo .  0  6 

Catherine  of  Cleves...  1  0 
Catherine  of  Bussia .  1  0 
Caught  in  his  own 

Trap  . 0  6 

Circumstantial  Evi¬ 
dence  . 0  6 

De  Montfort .  1  0 

Devil’s  Bing .  0  6 

Dream  of  Life .  0  6 

Dream  at  Sea  .  1  0 

Duchess  Eleanour  ...10 

Earl  of  Warwick .  1  0 

Elena  Liberti  (o/iera)  1  0 
Elephant  of  Siam  ....  0  6 

Elisiiia,  aDrama .  1  0 

Pithelstan  .  0  6 

Family  Pictures  .  0  6 

Fatal  Curiosity  .  1  0 

P'iveinOne(«Mi»iito- 

tive  interlude) .  0  6 

Frenchmanin  London  0  6 
Frightened  to  Death  2  0 
Gertrude’s  Cherries..  1  0 
Gipsy  of  Derncleugh  0  6 

Giselle  .  2  0 

Green  Bushes  .  1  0 


Griselda(  Tr«fA:rHs)...  i  0* 
Hans  of  Iceland  (6a^- 

let) .  0  6 

Hero  of  the  North  ...  1  0 
He  Lies  Like  Truth  2  0 
Heart  of  London,  or 
the  Sharper’s  Pro¬ 
gress  .  1  0 

Heroine,  or  a  Daugh¬ 
ter’s  Courage  .  0  6 

Highwayman  .  0  6 

HomefortiieHolidays  1  0 
Howto  take  up  a  Bill  1  0 

Irish  Heii'Css .  1  0 

Isolda  .  1  0 

KingZany’sDaughter  0  6 
Kiss  &  the  Bose  (The)  0  6 
Lady  &  theDevil,8vo  0  6 

Lady  of  Lyons .  2  6 

i.egend  of  Florence, 

8vo  .  1  0 

Leola  (ballet)  .  0  6 

Lion’s  Lady  (The)  ...  0  G 
London  Assurance  ...3  0 
Love  ala  Militaire  ...  0  6 

Lovers’  Quarrels .  0  6 

Love’s  Frailties .  0  6 

Lucret.Borgia(o^e?'rt)  1  0 

Lucretia .  0  6 

Macbeth  Modernized  0  6 
^Mammon  &  Gammon  0  6 

Mark  Lawrence .  1  6 

Mary  Melvin  .  0  6 

May  Queen  .  1  6 

Money  .  2  G 

Monsieur  Mallet,  or 
I  MyDaughter’sLettcr  2  0 

Native  Land .  1  0 

No.  1  A .  0  6 

Norma(ppcr.Planche)l  0 

OEdipus .  0  6 

Old  Adam .  0  6 

Old  Guard  (The) .  1  0 

Oliver  Cromwell .  1  0 

One  Fault,  or  a  Hus¬ 
band’s  Honour .  0  6 

Orphan  (The)  .  1  0 

Parson’s  Nose  (The)  0  6 

Peasant  Boy,  8vo .  0  6 

Peer  and  the  Peasant  1  0 
Pet  of  the  Petticoats  2  6 


*.  d. 

Polkamania .  1  6  . 

Plots  for  Petticoats..  0  6 

Pretender  (The) .  0  6 

Presumptive  Guilt,  or  ’ 

the  Fiery  Ordeal...  0  6 

Promissory  Note .  0  6 

Queenof  the  Thames  0  6 
Bake  and  his  Pupil..  1  6 
Bavenna,  or  Italian 

Love  .  0  6  i 

Bobert  Burns  .  16  | 

Bobinson  Crusoe,  8vo  0  6  ! 

Bunnymede .  2  6  i 

Sam  Weller,  or  the 

•Pickwickians  .  2  0  i 

Scamps  of  London  ...  I  0  i 

Scholar  (The)  .  1  6  , 

School  for  Grown 

Children  .  1  0 

Second  Thoughts  ...  16 

Seraglio  (The) .  1  0 

SecretM  arriage(  o/jcr. )  1  0 
Secret  (The)  (Jl/on- 

crieff)  Svo .  0  6 

Shakspeare  and  Com¬ 
pany,  a  Comedy  ...  0  G 

Sixtus  the  Fifth  .  0  6  • 

Somnambulist  (The)  0  G 
St.  Clair  of  the  Isles  2  0 
Strafford,  a  Tragedy 

{^Browning)  .  1  0 

Tarnation  Strange, or  | 

more  Jonathans  ...  1  0  j 
Thomas  a  Beckett  ...  1  0 
Tobit’s  Dog  (The) ...  1  0  ; 


Trevanion .  1  0 

Trumpeter’sDaughter  1  6 

Turf  .  1  0 

Turn  Out  .  0  G 

Ulrica  .  1  6 

Uncle  Toby .  0  G 

Used  Up . 0  6 

Vagrant  (The) .  1  6 

Wanderer  .  0  6 

Wild  Boy  of  Bohemia  0  6 
Winterbottoms(Tho)  1  0 

Woodman’s  Hut .  1  0 

World  (The)aComedy  1  0 

Wreck  Ashore .  1  0 

Zoroaster  .  1  G 


MATHEWS  AT  HOME. 

These  popular  Entertainments,  containing  the  whole  of  the  Songs,  Tales; 

Recitations. 

Mathew’s  Memorandum  Book. 
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Theatrical  Olio, — First. 
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„  Second. 
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1832 

„  Fourths 
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Also  the  following  Entertainments : 


Rayner’s  Up  to  Town  and  Back  Again, 
y ates’  Portraits  and  Sketches. 
Alexandre’sAdventures  of  a  Ventriloquist, 
Is. 


W.  II.  Williams’  Visits. 

- - -  Morsels  of  Mirth. 

Rhymes  and  Reasons. 


Henry’s  Table  Talk. 
AU  at  Sixpence  each,  by  Post. 
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